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Beyond the picket fence this year, events have moved with alarming alacrity. 
In Rogers Hall, outwardly, we have worked and played much the same as any year 
in the past. But in keeping with the world there has been a force that cannot be 
ignored. With time that force will propel us into the future, a future whose as- 
pects change with political movement, not always for the better. 

Yet we are maturing and our responsibilities will be great. Our aim is to con- 
fidently rise to those responsibilities. We have an advantage ; we are being pre- 
pared. With Rogers Hall behind us, this generation is ready to step, a handful 
among millions, into the current. For “It is better to light one candle than to 
grope forever in the darkness. ’ ’ 

Perhaps this issue of Splinters may seem a temporary escape, yet a balance 
must be preserved for our common good and that balance is projected into our 
literary efforts. Subconsciously we have put aside the element of the future and 
concentrated on our immediate goal, bur mental preparation for Our plunge with 
the lighted candle. 





CONTENTMENT 

A shot of spray 
Upon the shore ; 

The cling of seaweed 
Evermore. 

A sea-gull’s cry 
Far and wide, 

Crates ferried in 
Upon the tide. 

Snow-topped sand dunes 
Visible on hand ; 

All this most dear 
To me — my land. 

Penny Haskell, ’52 


VIGNETTE 

The baby cubs awoke and sensed that something was different in the air. They 
could hear the birds twittering lilting melodies, and the air was filled with the 
light perfume of Spring. They eagerly crept out of the warm cave that had shel- 
tered them all winter and wonderingly looked about. The first signs of Spring 
were everywhere. Gentle blades of grass were bravely pushing their way up 
through the silvery ground all covered with the morning frost. Staunch little 
mushrooms were contentedly nestling in the velvety moss beneath the great trees. 
Clumps of violets tinted the green and silver ground with purple tones. The once 
bare arms of the trees were shading the robins’ nests with cool yellow-green leaves. 
The sun shone brightly on a group of scrub berry bushes overflowing with berries 
of bright red. The winter ’s ice had peeled off the gently trickling brook and the 
water shimmered in the sun’s gay light. The delighted cubs scampered back into 
the cave and nudged their mother to come and view the lovely signs of Spring. 

Tobey Titus, ’54 
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WILL THERE EVER BE PEACE? 

On a mountain slope with grass of green 
Where cattle roam, 

And sheep are seen, 

There is peace. 

In a tiny white shack, 

Where children romp, 

With faces black, 

There is peace. 

Beneath the spreading trees, 

The deer lie 

Refreshed by the fragrant breeze. 

There is peace. 

Along a rolling plain, 

A farmer works contentedly, 

Happy in the long-needed rain, 

There is peace 

Inside a lovely room, 

WTiere a family sits round a glowing fire, 
In a home untouched by doom, 

There is peace. 

But out across a roaring sea, 

WTiere men are dying for our land, 
Praying to God we make a plea, 

Will there ever be peace? 


Cynthia Burrage, ’53 
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MENTAL AFFLICTION 


I often have stopped and tried to impress upon my mind exactly what pain 
(mental or physical) really is. I have never partaken of any serious suffering, but 
I have to a certain extent found out about mental pain, as I will describe to you. 

Towards the end of August I received an invitation to take a short trip on a 
thirty-two foot sloop, built for racing. A college student had sailed her single- 
handed to “the Cape” from Marblehead, Massachusetts. I eagerly accepted; 
packed a sea bag ; and threw together a small lunch. 

A gentle breeze was blowing and we soon sailed out of the harbor into Cape 
Cod Bay, where the wind slowly diminished as the afternoon wore on, but we were 
still cutting into water and leaving landmarks behind. At about 7 :00 P.M. our 
little breeze gave out completely and left us drifting adjacent to the Cape Cod Ca- 
nal. We anchored there so that we could wait for wind in order to be able to pro- 
ceed. A large steamer passed, but since it was in the distance, we weren’t partic- 
ularly worried. With the night came fog and still no wind. After keeping watch 
for three hours we both decided to catch some sleep, expecting that the flapping 
of the sail (indicating wind) would wake us up. 

For some time I lay awake looking at the stars through the hatch. The vague 
sound of a steamer’s whistle revived me but I soon dozed off to sleep. In my 
dreams I kept imagining our boat being hit by passing steamers ; constantly hear- 
ing the sound of a boat passing through the water. Closer and closer it came until 
suddenly I awoke, grabbed our one available flashlight and tore up on deck. A 
huge steamer was bearing down upon our stern. Frantically I yelled ; desperate- 
ly I waved the tiny beam of my light, but on it came. I stood transfixed to the 
spot, waiting for the splitting of wood which I thought was inevitable. At the last 
moment she turned slowly and thundered past approximately 50 feet away. Wear- 
ily I sank down upon the cold deck, sighing with relief. 

We thought it necessary to keep hourly watches until daybreak. We still 
were not presented with any wind, and the fog became thicker and thicker. It be- 
came impossible to see the lights of oncoming ships, and my mind was stiffened 
with fear throughout the night. 

At about 5 :00 A.M. a small wind arose and after much difficulty we set sail 
with only a small compass to depend upon. Steamer whistles were penetrating 
the thick fog and when we shined our light, it bounced back abruptly. We never 
did find out how near those ships were since their sounds were distorted in the fog ; 
however, I assure you, they were close enough ! 

The wind freshened as the night wore on, and finally the long-awaited sun 
peeked over the horizon, making us safe once more from the mental pains of night. 

Penny Haskell, ’52 
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DEAD? 

Never to know laughter, tears. 
Never to know the sun, have fears. 
Never to see rain, snow. 

Never to know 

Forever to be mute, dumb. 

Forever to be away from 
Friends, lover. Forever glum. 
Forever to be here, numb. 

Always the wind blows. 

Always the sound grows. 

Always this high hill. 

Always to lie still. 

Never to know pain. 

Never to be vain. 

Never onward to plod. 

Forever to know God. 


Betsy Lamb, ’51 
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CONFLICT 


The peaceful sea, 

Is restless today ; 

Once warm rocks 
Are frozen by spray. 

There, greedy gulls 
Hunt for fish; 

While the restless sea 
Wishes one wish. 

“Oh! Adverse Ships, 

Cruise not my sea ; 

I wish to stay 
Calm, .and free.” 

Penny Haskell, ’52 

“I WAS THE FORGOTTEN ONE” 

The stinging sand forced me to close my eyes and stagger blindly along the 
wind torn beach. The homes had all been evacuated, so they thought, but I had 
been left, forgotten. 

The pounding surf was deafening. When the wind subsided at intervals, I 
could see the sand being washed away, the houses crashing into the groping ocean, 
and the flashing, white, angry waves rolling in, then crashing onto the beach. The 
spray was flung wildly about me. It was cold and biting on my sand-burned face. 
I could not see the spar-buoy but I knew the tide was flowing in because each wave 
seemed to come a little closer to me ; but I had to go on. • I saw a house fall before 
me and then I felt something heavy crash up against my leg. I fell stunned into 
the shallow, foamy water. Its coldness cleared my mind immediately and I stag- 
gered to my feet and started on again. The water was up to my knees now and it 
was pulling at me constantly. My legs felt as though heavy weights were tied to 
them. The wind was pushing with great force against me but ahead I could see a 
dim, flickering light. ' It warmed my whole body and gave me strength to go on. I 
knew I could reach that beckoning beam before the wild, vivacious ocean enveloped 
me. I fell at the bottom stair but somehow crawled up and grasped the cold handle 
of the door. I opened it and fell into the warm, peaceful, secure sanctum of the 
church. My eyes were closing, but in front of me I could dimly see the silver cross 
and the huge Bible on the pulpit. I could hear the soft pad of the minister’s feet 
coming for me. He touched my bleeding face with his warm, caressing hand and 
in the other held the candle — the one that had given me strength to reach his com- 
forting presence my eyes feel so heavy. I have to close them. The ocean 

is still pounding — the wind still howling and I, I’m going to leave, to leave this 
all. ... I don’t want to but I must, I must . . . .leave. 


Beverly Watt, ’51 



Iron Curtain from SK — JT 
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MAD CONTRAPTION 

Just add a bit of lettuce, 

A little pinch of green, 

A bunch of sour grapes, 

Plus a long string bean. 

Now don’t forget an apple, 

Round and ruddy and red ; 

My goodness ! The creamy carrot, 
In the chaos, lost its head ! 

Too much food ? 

Yes, I agree, 

To reach perfection 
We need a bee. 

And also some birds, 
Perched on a limb, 
Summer’s symbol 
Within a rim. 

I ’spose you wonder 
What this can be, 

A new spring hat 
To you, from me ! 


Penny Haskell, ’52 


SO YOU WANT TO GO CRABBING? 9 

The necessary ingredients for a good crabbing party are numerous and un- 
usual, to say the least. First, you must have a clear, sunny day with the white 
fluffy clouds lazily drifting in the azure of the sky. Then, there must be several 
willing people (one of whom must be male, for the sake of squeamish stomachs), 
a rowboat, some dead fish, line, net, and a bucket apiece. All equipment on hand, 
we shall now see how our luck will be. 

When the sun is at its highest, about noon, we will row out over the waves of 
salt water to a distance of about a quarter of a mile where the depth of the water 
is not too deep to submerge the baited line to the bottom of the ocean. Drop anchor, 
and it is now the duty of the bravest member of our party to prepare the bait, 
which ordinarily would be fish heads. 

Taking a sharp knife in one hand, our knight grasps the vile-smelling crea- 
ture in the other hand and decapitates it, then to break it into several fair-sized 
chunks. The entrails, too repellent for even the scavenger crab, are thrown away. 
Usually, the same person who has had the nauseating job of cutting up the bait, 
is also the person who will bait the lines. There is no hook on a crab line, so the 
decayed bits of fish must be tied to the line. This done, the line is lowered over 
the gunwale of the boat. 

A good crab fisherman must be endowed with a great deal of patience, more 
so even than a deep-sea fisherman, for there can be no dozing off under the sun’s 
caressing ways. The boat’s gentle rocking, the everlasting creak of the oars in 
their oar locks, the lazy gulls drifting aimlessly above, all these have a semi-hyp- 
notic effect upon the crabber and he will no doubt have trouble keeping his head 
from nodding drowsily with fatigue. Crabs are crafty creatures; therefore, a 
tasty morsel just dangling motionless in the water, just waiting to be gobbled, will 
arouse the suspicion of any self-respecting crab. The bait must therefore be wav- 
ed continuously back and forth to give the impression of a tantalizing young fish. 

There is a definite art to pulling in a crab. Although he will cling tenaciously 
to the bait, it is all too easy for him to tear the bait free and escape with it to his 
underground den if he senses something amiss; hence, it is necessary to lift the 
crab so slowly that he seems to be drifting with the rolling tide, rather than being 
jerked against his volition. When he is still several feet under water, get the net 
ready for its role. As soon as the crab can be safely reached without jarring him 
in his damp home, whisk the net swiftly under the line, pulling the crab out of the 
water, and dumping him into the pail. This proves to be the only really difficult 
part of crabbing, for the whole action must be. done with the greatest preciseness 
and speed, lest he scramble out of the net to safety, and worse yet he may only 
half succeed in his try for freedom and end up as a menace on the bottom of the 
boat nipping the foes of its passengers. 

I believe you will find crabbing a great deal of fun, and a wonderful way to 
spend an afternoon. Two rules of good sportsmanship must be observed in this 
sport; you should catch only the amount you can eat or sell, and secondly, throw 
back the little guys — they ’ll be much bigger and better next year ! 

Kitty Duane, ’51 
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Minuet — Cl 

THE BIG DANCE 


“Well,” I said to Bill, as I finished the strawberry sundae, which had cost me 
my remaining week’s allowance, “I suppose I should be going home now. I have 
a term paper to write for Biology.” I sighed as I thought of it. 

“I have Hilda outside, if you want a ride,” said Bill. Hilda is Bill’s pride 
and joy. She is a model T Ford. Fifty per cent of the time Bill is either in it or 
under it. Bill and I have been friends ever since I moved to Gainsboro five years 
ago. He lives two houses up the street from me. 

As I left, I thought of that delicious sundae I was leaving, and the last of my 
allowance. I was feeling low, as the big dance of the year was just three days 
away and still no invitation. There is a goon who sits next to me in homeroom, 
who always has his nose in some book. He had hinted that he might ask me, but 
I really couldn’t understand what he was talking about. He is pathetic, and I’d 
rather stay home and listen to Carnelia Hart ’s lovelorn column, than go to the big 
event of the year with him. 

“You look worried, gal,” said Bill, as I sighed looking over the prospects. 

“I haven ’t a date for the big dance, ’ ’ I said, hoping he ’d have some sugges- 
tion. 

“Well,” he said slowly, “there is a new fellow in High School, but I don’t 
know whether you ’d go for him. He ’s tall, and he looks like a good prospect for 
our poor dilapidated football team.” 

“That sounds terrific,” I said as I interrupted Bill. 

“I’m picking him up for practice this afternoon. If you would like to I 
could pick him up now instead of after I drop you off,” he continued. 
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“That would be super!” I said. So, on to Prince Charming’s we drove in 
Bill’s yellow chariot driven by a muffled motor. Bob lived only a few streets down 
from my street. When Bill tooted his horn, a blond dream with shoulders broad 
and strong, came out of the back door. He was the best looking man I had ever 
seen. I decided right then and there, that Farley Granger would just have to live 
without me. He had the bluest eyes I had ever seen. 

“Hello,” he said, in a low, masculine voice. 

“H-H-Hello,” I managed to get out as I swallowed hard. Then Bill intro- 
duced us. He had the cutest name, Bob Granger. I don’t think Hilda ever trav- 
eled so fast as we flew home. We talked about football and where he had come 
from. I don ’t remember any more. I think that about that point of the conversa- 
tion I went into a trance. He had lived in Syracuse, New York. 

“I’ll see you around,” he said as I floated out of the car. I hope I made a 
good impression, and said the right things. I bet my hair looked terrible. The 
next day I saw him in English. I just sat there and stared at him. Once he turn- 
ed around, and I tried to look away, but I wasn ’t fast enough. He smiled, and I ’m 
sure my face turned bright red. I bumped into him after school, and almost 
knocked myself down. He asked me if I would like a coke. Of course, I said I 
did. He walked home with me afterwards and when I dashed into the house, I 
just had to scream. It was so wonderful. 

I sat down to finish my term paper which was due the next day, and I had 
barely started it. 

After supper I was busy slaving away on my term paper, when the telephone 
rang. I jumped up and held my breath, hoping it was Bob. My mother called 
me and I flew down the stairs and casually answered the phone. It was Bob. We 
talked and talked. Finally, he asked me if I had been asked to the dance yet. I 
didn’t know what to say. If I said “no,” he might think no one ever asked me 
out. If I said “yes”, naturally he wouldn’t ask me. So I told him I had a cold 
and had to refuse the other invitations. 

He said, ‘ ‘ I know a very good way to get over a cold. ’ ’ He proceeded to tell 
me some long involved remedy. I thanked him and he added, “If your cold is 
better, will you go with me ? ” 

Would I go with him ? ! I would give my soul to go with him ! 

“Yes, if my cold is better,” I said. After a bit we said goodby. 

I told Bill what had happened. He didn’t sound too happy, and told me to 
watch out for Bob. He was out for all the girls. Bill said he was going stag to 
the dance. 

. Finally, the big night came. I had a new blue strapless gown and I loved it. 
I had my hair set. Bob was ten minutes late, but that was all right because I was 
late too. He looked darling in his tux — better than I had ever seen him. He had 
his father’s car, a long blue Cadillac, and it sailed along. Bill passed as we were 
getting into the car. He whistled and I smiled at him. 
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I could have screamed when we got there ! Marylyn Anderson was there and 
she was soon busy making eyes at Bob. She had on a black, slinky evening gown. 
Her false eyelashes were so long she could hardly see through them. 

Well, it started off all right. He danced the first half of the dance with me, 
but at the intermission Marylyn drawled, “Bob, would you mind getting me a 
coke ? Really, I ’m just too, too tired to get it myself. ’ ’ Then the she-wolf blinked 
those eyelashes again. 

‘ ‘ Sure, Marylyn, ’ ’ he said. “ I Tl have it in a jiffy. ’ ’ 

Finally I dragged him away from her and toward the refreshment room. 
Somewhere in the shuffle I lost sight of him and I was just standing there wonder- 
ing what to do, when Bill came along. 

“Boy, do you look sharp !” he said. I thanked him and explained my prob- 
lem. The next time I saw Bob he was sitting beside Marylyn. She was still blink- 
ing those eyelashes, and he was falling hook, line, and sinker. 

‘ ‘ It looks like Casanova has deserted you, ’ ’ Bill said. 

After intermission, Bill and I danced together for a while. The music was 
heavenly. The band was just a local one, but it was terrific. Bill was a good dan- 
cer, and a big wheel in High School. While I danced with Bill, other boys cut in, 
but Bill always came back after a while. 

“You look nice, ’ ’ said Bill. “I’m glad you didn ’t wear something like Mary- 
lyn Anderson’s. In that black thing she looks as if she’s going to a funeral. Those 
eyelashes are so long and false that she has to keep parting them so she can see 
where she’s going.” 

This changed the atmosphere, and I realized that Bob and Marylyn were 
dancing together. It didn ’t seem to bother Bob that he had left me and was with 
Marylyn. But it wasn’t bothering me either. I was having fun with Bill. 

Near the end of the evening, Bill wouldn’t let anyone cut in, and I was happy. 
Bill and I went home in Hilda. It was nice being with Bill. He was really won- 
derful. 

As Bill helped me out of the car at my house, I said, ‘ ‘ Thanks a lot Bill, I ’m 
sure I wouldn’t have known what to do.” 

“I’m glad, ’ ’ he said. “I’m glad I was with you tonight. ’ ’ And he meant it. 
He smiled down at me for a long time. Then he turned and said goodby. 

The next day Bill came over to my house and asked me if I would like to go 
for a ride. As we started to approach Hilda, Bill seemed nervous. Then I saw it ! 
Bill’s initials and mine — painted in bright green on the yellow door. It was im- 
possible to miss it. It was painted very neatly, and I noticed the green paint still 
on Bill’s hands as he slipped his class ring on my finger. 

Elinor Hosmer, ’53 



Mess Time from MHD 
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Eighteenth Century Escapade 


ONE CAME HOME 

Jim Rodney was now pacing up and down the bare wooden floor of his farm 
house, his hands pulled tight in his blue work-pants, as he smoked a cigarette. He 
looked down on the floor beside him, meeting the glance of his female collie, Lady, 
who was surrounded by her five lively eight- weeks old pups. He knelt down beside 
his dog, and brought her wet black nose up to his rough cheek, and said, “I’m 
sorry, Lady, terribly, dreadfully sorry ; but you have just got to have the faith and 
courage in my understanding to believe that what I have to do now, is all for the 
best, for you, me, and the puppies. ’ ’ 

Jim reached for his leather jacket, which was hanging on the back of a near- 
by chair, and without another word carefully put all the pups in an old grain-bag. 
As quickly as he could, he stepped outside into the darkness of the night toward 
his car. The moon was full, and the air was clean and crisp ; in fact it was just a 
beautiful June night. Jim raced the car down the dirt road, making the dust fly 
behind him, as he headed in the direction of the Green River, just outside the 
town limits. Suddenly, on hearing the swish of the current, he stopped the car 
with a sudden jerk, and jumped out. He tied a heavy rock to the top of the bag 
and then slowly let it go into a deep pool of water. Without looking back he ran 
to his car, and again raced off. This time he didn ’t know where he was going ; all 
he did know was that he wanted to be a long way away from that haunting stream, 
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that .was now full of death. Many thoughts- crowded into Jim’s mind.. He re- 
membered the day the puppies were born, how proud he was, and the screams of 
joy his two boys had made at the arrival of five new-comers to the Rodney Farm, 
and of Lady, how quiet she was as she had looked into Jim ’s eyes, waiting patient- 
ly for some little recognition of her accomplishment. Now he couldn’t go home — 
and look into Lady’s eyes again. " 

Jim didn ’t see the bag as it hit the water with a dull splash and fell down into 
the deep black space below. As the hag went down it scraped against a sharp rock 
which tore a hole in the burlap — just big enough for. Buck to rip the bag with his 
sharp claws. and loose himself from the prison that held him, and scramble to the 
edge of the bank to his freedom. 


The trees had turned to their usual bright array of colors for the Autumn. 
The ground was becoming hardened by the dryness of the soil and by the few cold 
breezes that now ever so often swept over the mountains and down into the valley. 

Jim had been working hard to get the last loads of hay and barley into the 
barn for winter. There were the other crops to get in ; the lime and fertilizer to 
spread ; the wood fpr the fires to cut, also the trees in the maple sugar grove to tap 
before the freezing weather. So when he walked into the house that night he was 
tired and discouraged. _ 

After dinner Jim lay on the couch and relaxed with his pipe and farm jour- 
nal. His wife sat near-by darning a pair of socks. The boys had gone upstairs to 
bed — all was quiet — but Lady. She seemed restless and disturbed. Jim wonder- 
ed. Was everything safe? Had he locked the barn door securely? How about 
the sheep? 

Suddenly Lady jerked up her head, held her nose high in the air, her nostrils 
contracting. Her eyes became wild as she ran toward the door with a sharp cry. 
Jim sprang to the door, opened it, and Lady dashed out. Jim stood in the dark- 
ness of the night for a moment, his eyes trying to follow Lady as she raced toward 
the bam. Then Jim’s face suddenly whitened, his arms became limp at his side 
as again he heard that mad cry of wild dogs. He ran back into the house, grabbed 
his twenty-gauge shotgun that stood ready and cocked behind the door, and ran 
as fast as he could towards the barn. His eyes were filled with anguish, his mind 
filled with horror, but his heart was filled with hope that nothing would harm 
Lady. He came to the clearing just in time to see the pack of dogs disappear into 
the thick denseness of the woods. But that didn ’t convince him and so he fired his 
double barreled gun into the woods hoping that would be enough warning needed 
for them not to come back. From out of a dark corner he saw a huge stubby-hair- 
ed dog advance cautiously toward Lady, his lip curled up in anger ; his yellow 
eyes gleamed out into the darkness; Lady moved slowly out and Jim called out to 
her, “ Lady — Lady come here ! Lady ! ’ ’ The last Lady died out into the cool night 
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air from off his lips, for now the dogs stood opposite each other — too close for Jim 
to fire at the other dog because the shot from the gun would spread to endanger 
Lady. 

One could now hear the cries of a wounded dog echo out into space, as they 
rolled and tossed on the ground; digging, jabbing, bobbing and weaving like 
fighters in a ring. Then Lady lost her balance, as the more powerful dog sent her 
sprawling to the ground. The dog sprang for the whiteness of the throat, grabbed 
it, and held it fast. Lady didn’t utter a cry now. She lay still. Jim raised the 
sight of the gun to his eye, aimed straight for the heart of the stubby-haired dog, 
and fired. A light flashed, a burst of energy was released, and the smell of burnt 
gun powder mingled with the night air as two dogs now lay opposite each in a 
pool of blood. Jim walked down the hill and gazed at the two limp bodies. His 
eyes filled up with tears. 

But now a strange noise came to Jim’s ears. It was the moaning of a dog. 
He turned, and then it was that he saw the dog who was looking at Lady. His eyes 
were deep and sad, and his body so smooth and clean that the thick hair lay 
straight and even on the richly colored fur, which now out in the moonlight re- 
sembled that of Lady’s. Jim looked again at the fine conformation of this dog. 
And then he saw the white spot on his muzzle. The exact white spot that Lady has. 
Where did he come from? Jim wondered. Jim couldn’t believe his eyes, but what 
he believed in his heart to be the truth, he hoped and prayed was the truth. 

Barbara Ford, ’50 



Woman — TT 
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EPITAPH 

Death came to her 
As we are told 
In such a form 
As lightning bold 
For reasons God 
Has never told. 


Mubney Tyler, ’52 



I AM 


I have come. 

I am cold and hungry, when I might be warm and full of joy. I sleep on 
straw, when My Father in Heaven holds the riches of the Universe in His palm. 

I grow. 

In the sin and destruction of a decadent world, I grow untouched by My sur- 
roundings. I am God becoming Man. 

I teach. 

To the ignorance and stupidity of My brothers, I pour out the knowledge of 
their Creator, and they sneer into My face. 

I hang. 

On the hard wood of the tree I have created, I hang helpless. My innocent 
blood spilling to the ground that I have evolved from nothingness for you. 

I am dead. 

Because you do not want Me to live in the world of My own design. You have 
snuffed out the life of the one man who can save you. 

Yet, still remember 

I will rise because this is My world and you are My creatures and My 

love for you is stronger than your hunger, your cold, your pain, your wars and 
your ultimate death. 


Betsy Lamb, ’51 
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THE DIFFERENCE 


As I come nearer to the center of town the streets become more crowded with 
tiny shops and tea-rooms. In past years, these tiny shops were filled with color- 
ful silks and tapestries, and with carved ornaments of ivory and jade. The air 
impregnated with the pungent aroma of spice and tea seaping from the teahouses 
was gay with music and laughter. People used to gather in these shops and in 
the streets to trade or to gossip while farmers called out their goods to the passer- 
bys. . : . • 

Today, as I walk through the town, the shops are bare and the street vacant 
but for a 1 small boy huddled by a shop door. The smell of death is in the air as this 
small boy, whose paperlike skin is stretched taut over his skull and whose stomach 
is bloated from eating mud in place of food, looks up at me with his sorrowful 
sunken eyes as if to say : 

What is all this to come to ? Will the misery of China ever end ? 

Dorothy Fairbanks, ’51 




THE MISSING 

I am sitting on the edge of my bed gazing out of the window into the placid 
beauty of the night. It is a cold clear February night and a sheet of snow covers 
the frozen earth like a newly made bed. The moon, trying so hard to imitate the 
sun, hides all the little twinkling stars in the Heavens. • • 

I can see the brook make its winding way in front of our farm until it is swal- 
lowed up by the black woods. I remember so clearly when we used to sit on the 
bridge for hours ; she, with a piece of string and a bent pin, and a can of worms 
by her. side ; T, watching the water gurgle over the stony bottom and in and out of 
the miniature bays. Then she would catch a little trout on her crude line and 
burst into joyous shouts. Now the brook is surrounded by ice. It is watched only 
by the forest creatures when they come there silently to sip the ice cold water, and 
no more fishes have to be afraid of her hook. 

The hill across the brook, set with a background of stately evergreens trim- 
med in white, hears no more her laughter as she skis down On the back of my skis 
and we both land in a deep snow drift. .... 

It is now just a pretty piece of a beautiful land-scape. For she laughs no more 
and the little flame of life, joy, and happiness has flickered out; • 

• ■ ■■■• Judy Streeter, ’52 
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SONG TO THE PARTING GUEST 
A Parody 

Oh, Martha, you mustn’t go! 

(Thank Heavens, she is leaving) ; 

But, Sarah, I should have long ago! 

(Joy, no more deceiving!) 

I suppose if you must, you must 

(And on the very next train she’ll be) ; 

Yes, dear, and I’ve been no bother, I trust. 

(After the work I did, how could I be?) 

Well, give my love to that husband of yours 
(Always thought he was out of his head) ; 

Of course, and mine also to yours, 

(Humph, the thing acts like he’s dead!) 

Oh, Sarah, do let me help you pack 

(Heavens, the train leaves in a half-hour !) ; 

I wouldn’t think of it, I’ll be right back 

(Just being with her makes my temper go sour.) 
Do come again next chance you get. 

(If she says “yes” I’ll scream) ; 

It’s been just heaven, I won’t forget! 

(Again! it’s all a mad dream!) 


Dorothy Winship, ’51 


PERPLEXED 


Oh, to own the pen of Pope, 

Or Longfellow or Milton, 

And up above, a corner of 
This thing called inspiration. 

With just these few supplies 

Of mine, think with what great ease 

The words would flow from this small brain, 

The “ Splinters” staff to please. 

Judy Kirby, ’51 



Loneliest Night in the Week — DF 
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A QUESTION 


Tell me — 

What is peace? 

Is it when there is no struggle ? 

Is it when there is no bitterness ? 

No corruption? no hunger? no want? 

All these things I have been told. 

But I would not know — 

I have never seen peace. 

Have you ? 

Feather Fairbanks, '51 



“Oh, No ." front TM—JT 


23 



Laocoon — PH 


JUSTIFICATION 

We take our rights of freedom of speech, religion, the press, et cetera, so for 
granted today and yet, as never before, these rights and all other Democratic 
rights and ideals are imperiled. Have you ever stopped to think of what life 
might be if we lost these rights ? Can you imagine living under the constant fear 
that something you did or said, some simple remark or criticism, could be your 
death warrant ? But we liave Freedom of Speech to guard us against just that 
fear, you say. Ah, yes, but what if we lost that right ? 

Day in and day out we hear on the radios, read in the newspapers and mag- 
azines, criticisms of our President, Congress, and Government in general. Cap- 
tious though at times they may be, they are a part of us. If we do not like some 
action, we say so. We expound any and all our ideas and opinions freely and to 
all the world. We do not, and have no need to cower in the corner, guard our 
every word, thought, and action, hold our breath lest something we, or our loved 
ones, do or say could mean the end. 

We, as a people, have become so egotistical that we think we never can nor 
ever will lose these and all our rights. We fought two wars for our ideals and we 
won both wars. Now we are in the midst of another. We again meet the test. We 
cannot simply accept and take these rights and ideals for granted — we must think 
of them and all the}' - mean to us and our future. We must fight for them. We 
must win the fight. These rights must remain rights, our way of life ; they musi 
be triumphant because if not, what then ? 


Dorothy Winship, ’51 
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MAGNETISM 


Alas ! No longer does anyone in our family bother to speak to one another. 
No one has any desire to be at all sociable. We all seem to be drifting away — life 
has gone completely topsy-turvy! 

Mother seems to have forgotten about having any canasta or bridge parties ; 
Junior never begs dimes from Dad to see the latest Western ; Sis isn’t half as eager 
to depart so early and return so late in the evening ; big brother no longer deems 
it necessary to squire a gal anywhere. 

What is this dynamical overpowering influence that is turning our entire life 
upside down? Is it a bird? A plan? SUPERMAN??? no ! It’s TELE- 

VISION!! 

Penny Haskell, '52 



Hot-rod Pilot— PH 


Oracle — MT 

EXPERIENCES OF A BEGINNER ON MT. SUNAPEE SKI LIFT 


Gorgeous scenery, beautiful snow, 

Three super trails on which to go. 

‘ ‘ The tickets ? — One dollar, my dear kind sir, 

And quickly up to the top you will whirr ! 

“Shall I help you in? All right — you’re there, 

Sitting in a ski lift chair ! ’ ’ 

“Well ! That thing hit the tow with an awful bump, 
and into my throat there came a lump. 

“Then down my chair went with a horrible sway, 

Oh, why did I ever come up here today ? ! 

“But I have to keep going — up to the sky, 

It ’s better than climbing — since one cannot fly ! 

‘ * So — here I am up on the top, 

Say, look down, Boy, what a drop ! 

* ‘ Oh my ! here I am — high up in space, 

Amd I have to ski down from this terrible place ! 

“That a novice trail? that frightful thing? 

Someone send fast for a stretcher or something ! ! 

“If that’s the novice trail, as you say, 

I guess I’ll come up some other day. 

‘ * But, wait ! I am up here — up at the top, 

Why didn’t someone insist that I stop ? ! ! 

“And I can’t go down in that awful chair, 

It’s too much for me, I do declare!” 

So, I pushed reluctantly off, with a shake and a shiver, 
and went all the way down with my knees all aquiver ! 

And — there I was all safe and sound, 

On the beautiful flat solid ground ! ! ! 


Cornelia Thompson, ’54 
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News 


Engagements 

Susan Abbott to Mr. Harlan Page Kelsey 3rd, of Albuquerque, New Mexico 
and East Boxford, Massachusetts. Mr. Kelsey is at present serving in the Navy. 

Sandra Eager to Mr. Donald B. Methven of Hopkinton, New Hampshire. Mr. 
Methven is now serving with the Army. 

Janet Goldthwait to Mr. Maunsell Blake Babin of Cambridge, Massachusetts. 
Mary Ann Leighton to Mr. Russell Cameron of Springfield, Massachusetts. 
He is associated with Remington Rand, Inc. 

Prances Rogers to Mr. Robert Douglas Quinn, Jr. of Mt. Lebanon, Pennsyl- 
vania. Mr. Quinn, a graduate of Purdue, is employed by the Firth Sterling Steel 
and Carbide Corporation. They are to be married at home on February 24th at 
4 :30 P.M. 


Marriages 

July 2, 1950 — Nancy Goodhue to Mr. Harry Burns Conolly in Boston, Massa- 
chusetts. 

July 8, 1950 — Barbara Wopdall to Mr. Warren Weaver, Jr. in Grosse Pointe 
Shores, Michigan. At home at 13 Niblack Court, Danker Village, Albany, New 
York. 

July 22, 1950 — Elizabeth Scribner to Mr. Lloyd Colburn Aldrich in Lowell, 
Massachusetts. 

July, 28, 1950 — Anne Sehoonmaker to Mr. Newton Davis in Plantsville 
Connecticut. Cynthia Mooberry and Anne Wild were bridesmaids. 

August 4, 1950 — Katharine Talbot to Mr. William Christison in Lowell, 
Massachusetts. 

August 12, 1950 — Mary Jane Filer to Mr. Howard Craig Platt in Erie, 
Pennsylvania. 

August 19, 1950 — Ellen Richardson Cunningham to Mr. Harry Chester Lord, 
Jr. in Lowell, Massachusetts. At home at 16 Lipton Street in Lowell. 

September 8, 1950 — Nancy Hinckley to Mr. Clifford Hagberg in Hyannis, 
Massachusetts. They will make their home in Amherst, Massachusetts where Mr. 
Hagberg is attending the University of Massachusetts. 

September 23, 1950 — Carolyn Parchert to Mr. Henry Cecil Neill Anderson in 
Dublin, Ireland. At present they are located in Gloucestershire, England where 
Mr. Anderson is stationed as a lieutenant in the Royal Air Force. 

September 26, 1950 — Alice Ranger to Mr. Ernst Jerome Mensel in Brookline, 
Massachusetts. 
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October 5, 1950— Carol Brooks to Mr. Hadley Chamberlain Pihl in Hinsdale, 
Illinois. Mr. Pihl is the son of Louise (Grover) Pihl, class of 1917. 

November 3, 1950 — Joanne Earle to Mr. Frederick Rosengren in Centerville, 
Massachusetts. 

November 11, 1950 — Ann Maxson to Mr. Marston Meyers in Bronxville, New 
York. They will live in Philadelphia where Mr. Meyers is associated with N. W. 
Ayer and Son. 

November 17, 1950 — Mary Osgood to Mr. Thomas Snowdon Malcolm in 
Salem, Massachusetts. Barbara Vincent was maid of honor. 

November 27, 1950 — Joan McQuade to Mr. William Francis Robertson, Jr. 
in Lowell, Massachusetts. 

December 2, 1950 — Nancy (Lawder) Kelley to Mr. William Goodwin Wolcott 
in Old Greenwich, Connecticut. 

December 21, 1950 — Julia Tayntor to Mr. Harold Wesmiller in Erie, Penn- 
sylvania. At home at 501 Lincoln Avenue, Erie, Pennsylvania. 

February 3, 1951 — Elizabeth Gene Hutchins to Mr. Arthur William Draper 
3rd in Chicago, Illinois. 

February 17, 1951 — Joanne Stein to Mr. Charles Pierce Gabeler, Jr. in Baton 
Rouge, Louisiana. 

Births 

A son, David Roy, to Mr. and Mrs. John D. Fripp (Virginia Henline) on 
February 23, 1950. 

A daughter, Shelley Starr, to Mr. and Mrs. John F. String, Jr. (Jeanne 
Ford) on July 5, 1950 in Cleveland Heights, Ohio. Their address is 1600 Cov- 
entry Road. 

A son, William Ashton, to Mr. and Mrs. William Pond (Mary Lou Meginnity) 
on August 20, 1950. in Pasadena, California. 

A son, Charles Henry Stevens, to Dr. and Mrs. Henry Stevens Burlington 
(Charlotte McDowell) on October 12, 1950. 

A daughter, Linda Susan, to Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Henry Walker (Marcia 
Thomas) on October 31, 1950 in Lynn, Massachusetts. 

A son, Thomas Murray, Jr., to Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Murray Cuddihy ( Adele 
Wieber) on December 5, 1950. 

A son, John E., Jr., to Mr. and Mrs. John E. Thompson (Joanne Roberts) on 
December 29, 1950 in Toledo, Ohio. 

General 

Notification has been received from Smith College that Cynthia Kellogg, 
Smith, 1951, is on the Dean’s list in recognition of her high academic standing. 

Patty Lynch, president of her class at the Bouve School in Boston, has been 
named physical education instructor at the Cornell University Hospital in New 
York. 
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Mrs. P. C. Stilter (Catherine Russell) is living in Coronado, California where 
her husband is stationed with the Navy. 

Mrs. Raymond E. Crinnion (Martha S. Howell), class of 1919, has been ap- 
pointed Executive Secretary for the Travelers Aid Society in Albany, New York. 

Sally McDonald was a visitor at School this fall and has since written of 
plans to teach in a private nursery school near her home in Birmingham, Michigan. 

Sandy Eager served as camp councillor this summer in New Hampshire where 
she learned the hard way how to deal with the very young. 

It was a shock to learn of the sudden death in Europe of Ellen (Burke) 
Daniloff, mother of Ellen Daniloff, who writes that after study in the fall and 
winter at the Sorbonne, she took over the cares of the house. At the time of writ- 
ing, she planned soon to look for work of some kind, still in Europe, which she 
loves. 

Susan Halsted has transferred from Marjorie Webster to Michigan State. 

Karen Hansen writes from Bryn Mawr of trying out her histrionic talents in 
a Freshman Hall Play with ‘ ‘ disastrous ’ ’ results in a struggle with a sword that 
wouldn’t draw. 

Martha (Brubaker) Scott, mother of a two-year old daughter, writes that her 
husband is on the faculty of the University of Kansas Law School. ■ 

June (Cozad) Turton sends glowing accounts of life in Phoenix, Arizona, 
where her husband is an engineer. 

Casey Callaway is president of North Cottage, a Freshman dormitory at 
Connecticut. 

Alumnae visiting since fall have been Cynthia Mooberry, on her way back to 
school after the midyear period, and Sandra Hall, from Colby ; Harriet Callaway 
and Janice Smith, also on midyear vacations, from Connecticut ; Marguerita Filer 
and Carolyn Sylvestre ; Libby Filer, and Sandra Eager at Thanksgiving. 

. Nancy Davis, following a summer abroad, is at Jackson. 

At Wellesley, Ann Edge holds two offices. She is house president of her 
dormitory, Beebe, and secretary of Shakespeare Society. 

Two Rogers Hall alumnae are in Germany. Tat (Wood) Van Amburg writes 
from Wiesbaden that she is thoroughly enjoying the experience there, uneasy as 
it is. Julie (Van Vliet) Hackett made a visit with her husband and young daugh- 
ter one afternoon in August, just before leaving for Europe. We understand that 
they are in the vicinity of Heidelberg. 

The class of 1950 is represented at the following schools and colleges: 

Jane Buck at St. Lawrence University; Harriet Callaway and Janice Smith 
at Connecticut College ; Marilyn Cashman at the University of Minnesota ; Sandra 
Eager at Mount Holyoke College ; Elizabeth Filer at Simmons College ; Marguerita 
Filer at Pine Manor Junior College ; Barbara Fletcher at Michigan State Univer- 
sity ; Lynn Hamby at Skidmore College ; Karen Hansen at Bryn Mawr College ; 
Cornelia Howell at Finch Junior College; Yvonne Kenyon at Centenary Junior 
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College ; Joan Macdonald and Deborah Smith at Smith College ; Constance Mc- 
Sweeney at Boston University ; Sandra Hall, Cynthia Mooberry, and Anne Wild 
at Colby Junior College ; Jeanne Butman at the School of Practical Art ; Susan 
Heyer at Marjorie Webster Junior College ; Lynne Patrick at New Haven State 
Teachers College ; Johanna Bakes at the Norwalk Hospital ; and Elrene Osterman 
at the New England Baptist Hospital. Carolyn Sylvestre has postponed Pembroke 
College until another year. At present she is doing secretarial work in the lab- 
oratory at the Hospital for Special Surgery in New York. 

Much to our regret, Mrs. Frances Jones, who edited alumnae news for the 
past two years, retired last June. Mrs. Jones is living with her son and sister at 
4983 Ward Parkway, Kansas City, Missouri. How we miss her flair in giving you 
interesting bits of news! By the way, Mrs. Jones and Louise (Parker) Scarritt, 
class of 1906, are planning to entertain Mrs. MacGay in April, hoping to interest 
parents in Rogers Hall. 

Two other members of our faculty also left this past year to be married. On 
July 29, 1950, Miss Kathleen Beever married Mr. Edmund Phillips in Cheshire, 
England. They are at home at 1 Dyar Terrace, Northwich, Cheshire, England. 
Miss Barbara Jane Davies and Mr. Robin D. S. Higham were married in Scranton, 
Pennsylvania on August 5, 1950. They are located at Webb School in Claremont, 
California. 
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Courier-Citizen Company 

Printers and Lithographers 

% 


• 

Sales Offices 

Plants 

Lowell, Mass. 

Lowell, Mass. 

Boston, Mass. 

New York, N. Y. 

Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Chicago, III. 

Chicago, III. 

• 

Hartford, Conn. 
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Your Neighbors Know — 

Ask them about Wilson's better fuels 
and better heating service. 


E. A. WILSON CO. 


700 Broadway 

Sun Building 

Dial 632S 

Dial 2-3891 

JEDDO COAL 

NEW ENGLAND COKE 

RED 

SPOT COAL 

FUEL OIL 

— - RANGE OIL 


READY MIXED CONCRETE — BUILDING MATERIAL 

COMPLETE AUTOMATIC HEATING SERVICE 

with 

DELCO OIL BURNERS 

DELCO BOILER-BURNER UNITS 

CARRIER AIR CONDITIONING 

STOKOL COAL STOKERS 

(Anthracite or Bituminous) 
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Urockelman brothers, Inc. 

-Cy 

(ew England's fading 
Food Eftter chants 
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For a fresh outlook on 
the "NEWS" of the 
world, visitour 


JUNIOR SHOP 


on the SECOND FLOOR 


THE BON MARCHE 

LOWELL, MASS. 


E. C. Pearson Painting Co., Inc. 

Interior Decorators and Painting Contractors 

IMPORTED and DOMESTIC PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 
WALLPAPERS AND ENAMELS 

90 HAMPSHIRE STREET LOWELL, MASS. 
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u Say it with Flowers 99 


FLOWERS TELEGRAPHED TO ALL PARTS OF THE 
UNITED STATES AND CANADA 

66 Merrimack Street 

LOWELL, MASS. 



Jewell's largest Furniture House 

Established 1886 


★ 

FIVE FLOORS OF FURNITURE 

65f)00 Square Feet of Display Space .\ 19 Departments .% 63 Years of Experience 
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Dependable Insurance 
Since 1865 

FRED. C. CHURCH & CO. 

53 CENTRAL STREET, LOWELL 
89 BROAD STREET, BOSTON 

Telephone Lowell 6838 


McKEEN STUDIO 


Your Portrait Photographed for 
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Negatives are filed and reorders may be made at any time 


66 MERRIMACK STREET 


HAVERHILL, MASS. 


SPLINTERS 


vn 



1951 


$ear 

and dCion 

EDITOR 

ART EDITOR . 

ADVISOR 

STAFF 


.Louise Lee 
.Betsey Lamb 
.Mrs. Leonard 
.Marcia Clifton 

Kitty Duane \ 

Feather Fairbanks 

Ann Kirby 

Ingrid Petersen 

Dorothy Winship 



g/f rs 

SPINDLE CITY CRAFT CENTER 

31 2 Hildreth Bldg. 45 Merrimack St. 

Lowell, Mass. 

$1 .00 and under $1.00 and over 
UNUSUAL - INTERESTING 
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Compliments oj 

OSTERMAN COAL COMPANY 


Pollards’ 
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Merrimack 
Dial 6561 

Middlesex 

2-2881 


SUNSHINE LAUNDRY 
95 BRIDGE ST. 


A SERVICE FOR EVERY NEED 


Compliments of 


LORING'S STUDIO 

175 Central Street 
Lowell 


AMALIA 

TREE SURGEONS, Inc. 

Specialists in all phases of tree care. 


One hundred and ten years a prescription store 

F. and E. BAILEY & CO. 

J. E. O’Brien, Registered Pharmacist, Mgr. 
Prescription Specialists 


Manchester, Massachusetts 


79 Merrimack St. 19 John St. 


Telephone S00 


Lowell, Mass. 



FIDELITY BANK & BANKING CO 

40 CENTRAL ST. 

Save money with us. Interest 2% 

If you need money we will loan to you 

Member of Federal Deposit Insurance 
Corporation 
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Qherry & ebb ’ 




■LOWELL- 


The House of FASHIONS THAT PLEASE 


WOOD ABBOTT CO. 

ESTABLISHED 1872 

'Diamond zJtiCerchants and Jewelers 

135 CENTRAL STREET LOWELL, MASS. 


DIAL 


8301 


BENNETT HARDWARE CO. 

Paints, Plumbing, Heating, 
Farm Supplies 


269 DUTTON ST. DIVISION OF 

LOWELL, MASS. McKITTRICK HARDWARE CO. 


Compliments of 

JANE TOOHER SPORT CLOTHES, INC. 

71 1 Boylston Street 
Boston 16, Mass. 

Official Outfitter for ROGERS HALL 
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Compliments of 

LOWELL’S OLDEST FOOD STORE 

T. A. Whelan 

312 Central Street 


Compliments of 

€. H. HOBSON & SON 


Unusual Gifts of All Kinds at Prices to Fit Any Purse 

PRINCE-COTTER 


fewelers 

DIAMOND and GIFT SPECIALISTS 

CLASS PINS, RINGS and NOVELTIES 104 MERRIMACK STREET 


Heating & Cooling Equipment 
— Fuels — 

D. T. SULLIVAN CO. 

15 Prescott St. Tel. 6873 
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FINEST OF SEA FOOD 

IN SEASON 


“For Your Health's Sake , Eat 

More Fish” 

Compliments of 

Dr. Boyden Pillsbury 

W. J. HOARE 

Tel. 2-3571 461 Lawrence St. 


Compliments of 

DR. WM. R. PEPIN 

Qharles T. Marsden 

Electrical Contractor 

Experts in Electrical Illumination 

Specializing in Electric Light 
and Power Installation 

Telephone 2-6653 

21 Chester St. Lowell. Mass. 


DILLON 

for 

“bonded Qleaning" 

EAST MERRIMACK ST. 


CAMERAS FILMS 

24 Hour Developing Service 

MALOOF'S 

Fountain Pens 
Greeting Cards 

1 1 Central Street Lowell, Maw. 


Compliments of 

a friend 


We enjoy serving you! 

YELLOW CAB CO. 
Dial 8777 

At the Railroad Station 
Lowell, Massachusetts 
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THOMPSON’S SKI CABIN 

% 

Compliments of 


DR. W. E. PORTER 

254 Merrimack Street 

Optometrist 


Compliments 

of 

GAUMONT BROTHERS 

Lowell’s Leading Radio and Television Store 

338 MERRIMACK ST. 

Opp. City Hall 


Compliments 

of 

JOHN YLAHOS 


Wholesale Fruit Dealer 



STATIONERS 
GIFT SHOP— TOY SHOP 
Typewriters For Sale and For Rent 


G. C. PRINCE & SON 

INC. 

108 MERRIMACK ST. 


Greeting cards for all members of the 
family for all seasons of the year. 

PHOTO FINISHING 

DONALDSON'S 

LOWELL, MASS. 

"On the Sunny Side of Merrimack St/' 


Compliments of 

a friend 


m s. 
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THE BARROWS TRAVEL 
SERVICE, INC. 

MAIN OFFICE 

62 CENTRAL STREET 

LOWELL, MASS. 

Tel. 9319 

DERBY ELECTRIC CO. 

Everything Electrical 

SINCE 1880 

• 

40 MIDDLE ST. 

LOWELL, MASS. 

Compliments of 


BRADT BAKERY, INC. 

BAKERS OF FINE CRACKERS 

SINCE 1833 

Compliments of 

NORMAN WEISBERG COMPANY 

Whiting St. Lowell, Mass. 


Complimtntt of 

DR. FRANK BRADY 

Compliments 

C. B. COBURN CO. 

Established 1837 


63 MARKET ST. 

Compliments 

of 

American Cleaning Co. 

“Drink More Milk 

for Your Better Health ” 
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Established 1898 Telephone 2-4771 

Douglas & Company, Inc. 


Robert F. Marden 
(1917- 1935) 


John H. Murphy 


Marden & Murphy 


J. Vincent Murphy 
Commercial Specialists 


SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE 
and METAL 


REAL ESTATE IN ALL ITS BRANCHES 

40 Central street 
LOWELL, MASS. 

CERTIFIED PUBLIC APPRAISERS 


ROOFING 

CORNICE and SKYLIGHT WORK 
“ Approved Bird Roo/er ,> 

147 Rock Street Lowell, Mass. 


Trudy Hall Juniors 

compliments 

of 

Kay Dunhill Dresses 
Dobbs Hats 

EXCLUSIVELY AT 

MACARTNEY’S 

HARVEY, HARVEY, and 
WALSH 


Soil 


punters 

Rogers Hall Sch ool 

Lowell, M assacliusetts 
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Commencement Clumber 

19 5 1 


The Staff 

Betsy Lamb, Editor-in-chief 
Dorothy Fairbanks, Business Manager 
Janet Thibault, Art Editor 

Mrs. Louise Staten, Alumnae Editor Miss Hildred Ramsay, Facidty Adviser 

LITERARY BOARD 

Murney Tyler 
Beverly Watt 
Dorothy Winship 

BUSINESS BOARD 

Judith Kirby Susanne Robertson 

Virginia Miner Julia Streeter 

Ann Reilly Kay Wallace 


Cynthia Burrage 
Barbara Ford 
Penny Haskell 



Song to Mrs. MacGay 

(Tune: The Old Refrain) 

Mrs. MacGay, we give our thanks to you — 
You’ve clone so much to help us in our school. 
Your guiding hand, it helps us every day 
In all our work, and also in our play. 

Through summer, winter, spring, and also fall 
You may be sure we’ll think of Rogers Hall; 
And though we leave the school, 

There’ll always be, 

No matter where we go, your memory. 



Dedication 


We, the Senior Class of 1951, thank you, 
Miss Phelps, for your understanding and patience. 
And from us all go our particular thanks for your 
constant kind words. 


The Qontents 




Editorial 

Senior Class 

Senior Song 
The Class 
Undergraduate Song 
Statistics 
Now and Then 
Senior Supper 
Prophecy 
Class Will 

Literary 


On America, “The Jazz Singer” Betsy Lamb 

To Be a Dreamer Cynthia Irelan 

The Flying Dutchman Beverly Watt 

School Notes 


Alumnae News 


Vol. 59 Commencement, 1951 No. 2 

As we have studied here this year we have learned the necessary evil of 
developing a good intellect. Yet, while preparing ourselves for “life,” we 
have been forced to discard the old ideas of security, as that is likely to be 
the last thing we shall find in our futures. We have been prepared for college 
and practical experience, for any situation, the unexpected. Surely the least 
use of this will afford a more interesting life. Our knowledge in the future 
must cover the ability to comprehend the philosophies of those who have gone 
before us, and must be greatly adaptable, for it is likely that those who will 
survive another war will also need a knowledge of clay baking, and weaving, 
simply a case of survival of the fittest. 

And yet in this, as in all other events, minds will conquer the emptiness 
of any day, and rise with the passing of generations to overcome ignorance 
and the futility of civil strife. Therefore, we, the class of 1951, give thanks 
for these years at Rogers Hall, that have so prepared us for the questionable 
futures we face. We know we can face them with a certain added assurance 
for having learned the lessons you have taught us, to the best of our ability. 
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SENIOR SONG 

(Tune: September Song ”) 

Oh, the day nears swiftly for gates to swing wide 
And for us to reach to a far unknown; 

So now we stand and say “Good-bye” 

To Rogers Hall and the friends we’ve known. 

We’ll try to return, but should we fail 
We’ll think of you, remember too 
That the years we’ve spent here 
Have all been fun. 

Of the friends we’ve made we shall keep each one. 

Be true to Cae, and Kava too; 

Uphold the standards set for you. 

And when you leave the school, break not the tie 
As you stand and say, “Good-bye, good-bye.” 

Judy Kirby 
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MARCIA CLIFTON 
Box 465 

- Centerville, Massachusetts 
Wheelock College 

President of Senior Class 

Cae Club ; Hockey, *51 ; Basketball, ’50, ’51 ; Swim- 
ming, ’48, ’49, ’50, ’51 ; Volleyball Sub, ’50 ; Baseball 
Sub, ’48, ’50; R.H., ’50, ’51; Operetta, ’48, ’49; 
Commencement Play, ’50, ’51 ; French Play, ’51 ; 
House Play, ’51 ; Christmas Pageant, ’48 ; Glee Club, 
’48, ’49, ’50, ’51; "Bear and Lion” Staff, ’50, ’51; 
Cheerleader, ’49 ; Senior Life Saving, ’50 ; Water 
Ballet, ’51 ; Senior Reception, ’50 ; Chairman of 
Senior Prom, ’51. 

“A merry heart maketli a cheerful countenance.” 




SUSANNE ROBERTSON 
26 Douglas Road 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Pine Manor Junior College 

Cae Olul) ; Vice-President of Senior Class, ’51 ; Hock- 
ey, Sub, ’48, ’51 ; Basketball, ’51 ; Swimming, ’50 ; 
Baseball, ’50, ’51 ; Manager, ’50 ; Captain, ’51 ; Senior 
Reception Committee, ’48, ’49, ’50 ; Glee Club ’48, 
’49, ’50, ’51 ; iMusicale, ’50, ’51 ; Christmas Pageant, 
’50, ’51 ; Operetta, ’48, ’49 ; Commencement Play, 
.’51 ; Usher at Operetta, ’49 ; Senior Prom Commit- 
tee, ’51 ; “Splinters” Business Board, ’51 ; Spanish 
Play, ’50. 



“A generous friendship no cold medium knows.” 




RUTH VIRGINIA BAILEY 
134 Dalton Road 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 

Centenary Junior College 

Kava Club ; Hockey Team, *51 ; Commencement Play, 
’51 ; iGlee Club, ’51 ; Exeter Dance Committee, ’51 ; 
Christmas Pageant, ’51 ; Musicale, ’51. 

“ Her voice teas ever softy 
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CATHARINE FRANKLIN DUANE 
“The Anvil” 

Kennett Square, Pennsylvania 

Kava Club ; Hockey, ’49, ’51 ; Sub for Hockey, ’50 ; 
Swimming, ’49, ’51 ; Sub for Baseball, ’51 ; Senior 
Life Saving, ’51 ; Kava Cheerleader, ’49 ; Spanish 
Plays, ’50 ; Committee of Old Girl-New Girl Party, 
’50; Christmas Pageant, ’50, ’51; Usher at Com- 
mencement, ’49, ’50 ; Exeter Dance Committee, ’51 ; 
“Bear and Lion” Staff, ’51 ; Commencement Play, ’51. 

“She that goes a-borroiving , goes a-sorrowing 
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DOROTHY PARKER FAIRBANKS 
70 Fairmount Street 
Lowell, Massachusetts 


Hood College 

Kava Club ; Vice-President of Kava Club, ’51 ; 
Hockey, ’51 ; Basketball, ’50, Sub, ’51 ; Swimming, 
’48, ’49, ’50; Baseball, ’50, ’51; Volleyball, ’51, Sub, 
’50; Tennis, ’51; Badminton, ’49, ’50; R.H. ’50, ’51; 
Senior Luncheon jCominittee, ’50 ; Senior Reception 
Committee, ’50 ; Christmas Pageant, ’50, ’51 ; Com- 
mencement Play, ’50, ’51; Spanish Play, ’50, ’51; 
Senior Prom Committee, ’51 ; Christmas Vespers, ’51 ; 
Honorable Mention in Current Events, ’50 ; Marshal 
for Mrs. MacGay, ’50 ; Senior Supper Committee, 
’51; “Splinters” Business Board, ’50; “Splinters” 
Business Manager, ’51 ; “Bear and Lion,” ’51 ; Helen 
Hill Award, ’51. 



“The social smile , the sympathetic tear .” 








■ 
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DORCAS MAROE FARRINGTON 
61 Bartlett Street 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 

Cazenovia Junior College 

Cae Club ; Hockey, ’50, Sub, ’51 ; Basketball, 50, ’51 ; 
Captain of Basketball, ’51 ; Swimming, ’50, ’51 ; 
Baseball, ’50, ’51 ; Volleyball, ’50, ’51 ; Captain of 
Volleyball, ’50; Tennis, ’51; Badminton, ’50; R.H., 
’50, ’51 ; Christmas Pageant, ’50, ’51 ; Marshal for 
Faculty, ’50 ; Glee Club, ’50, ’51 ; Musicale, ’50, ’51 ; 
Commencement Usher, ’50 ; Senior Prom Committee, 
’51 ; Spanish Play, ’50; ’51 ; Halloween Party Com- 
mittee, ’50 ; iSenior Reception Committee, ’50. 

“ Officious , innocent , sincere .” 





BARBARA FORD 
3 Westway 
Bronxville, New York 

Bennett Junior College 

Kava Club ; Hockey, ’50, ’51 ; Captain of Hockey, 
'50 ; Basketball Sub, ’51 ; Volleyball, ’51 ; Ping* Pong, 
'51 ; Baseball, ’51 ; “Splinters” Literary Board, ’51 ; 
Andover Dance Committee, ’51 ; Christmas Pageant, 
'50, ’51 ; House Play, '51 ; Commencement Play, ’SI, 
R.H., ’51. 

“And what is so tedious as a tivice told tale” 
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ANNE KIRBY 
c/o Gray Rocks Inn 
St. Jovite, Quebec, Canada 

Colby Junior College 

Cae Club ; Co^President of Cae Club ; Basketball Sub, 
’49 ; Basketball, ’50, ’51 ; Swimming, ’50 ; Volleyball 
Sub, ’50 ; Volleyball, ’51 ; Baseball Sub, ’51 ; Hockey, 
’51 ; Cheerleader, ’49, ’50 ; Senior Luncheon Com- 
mittee, ’50 ; Senior Reception, ’50 ; Marshal for 
School, ’50 ; Christmas Pageant, ’51 ; Christmas Pag- 
eant Usher, ’49, ’50;' Commencement Usher, ’49; 
Commencement Play, ’50, ’51 ; French Play, ’50, ’51 ; 
Exeter Dance Committee, ’51 ; “Bear and Lion” Staff, 
’51; R.H., ’51. 



“TVe boil at different degrees .” 


JUDITH iHARBORD KIRBY 
c/o Gray Rocks Inn 
St. Jovite, Quebec, Canada 

Middlebury College 

Cae Club ; Co-President of Cae Club, ’51 ; Hockey, 
*51, Manager, ’50 ; Basketball, Manager, ’51 ; Swim- 
ming, ’49, ’50, ’51 ; Water Ballet, ’51 ; Cheerleader, 
’49, ’50; Senior Luncheon Committee, ’50; Usher at 
Commencement, ’49, Head Usher, ’50 ; “Splinters” 
Business Board, ’51 ; Christmas Vespers, ’51 ; Stu- 
dent Council, ’51 ; Senior Prom Committee, ’51 ; Com- 
mencement Play, ’50, ’51 ; Honor Roll, ’50, ’51 ; R.H., 
’51 ; Honorable Mention Current Events, ’51. 

“Let me take you a button-hold lower” 




BETSY LAMB 
Elm House 
Perrysburg, Ohio 

Sarah Lawrence College 

Kava Club ; Hockey Team, ’50, Sub, ’51 ; Swimming 
Team, ’50, ’51, Manager, ’50; Tennis, ’50; Sub, 
Softball, ’50 ; Senior Luncheon, ’50 ; Chairman Old- 
New Girl Party, ’50 ; Cae-Kava Hockey Song, ’51 ; 
Senior Prom Committee, ’51 ; Christmas Vespers, ’50, 
’51 ; Glee Club, ’50, ’51 ; Dramatics, ’50, ’51 ; Christ- 
mas Pageant, ’50, ’51 ; Commencement Play, ’50, ’51 ; 
“Bear and Lion” (Art Editor), ’51; Editor of “Splin- 
ters,” ’51 ; Time Magazine Prize, ’50, ’51 ; Honorable 
Mention Current Events, ’50, ’51 ; Honorable Men- 
tion Music Appreciation, ’51 ; Dramatics Prize, ’51 ; 
Honor Roll, ’51 ; Essay Prize, ’51. 


“Silence is the perfectest herald of joy 



CONSTANCE LANNER 
River Road 

North Tewksbury, Massachusetts 
Wheaton College 

Kava Club ; Softball Manager, ’51 ; Commencement 
Play, ’51 ; Glee Club, ’51 ; Andover Dance Committee, 
’51 ; Musicale, ’51 ; Badminton, ’51 ; Christmas Pag- 
eant, ’51. 


“ Her ivays are of pleasantness .” 


LOUISE LEE 
814 Barrington Road 
Grosse Pointe Park, Michigan 

Kava Club ; Hockey, ’50, ’51 ; Basketball, ’50, ’51 ; 
Captain of Basketball, ’51 ; Swimming, ’50, ’51 ; 
Baseball, ’50, ’51 ; Tennis, ’50, ’51 ; Tennis Award, 
’50, ’51 ; Badminton, ’50, ’51 ; Volley Ball, ’50, ’51 ; 
Ping Pong, ’50, ’51 ; Ping Pong Award, ’50 ; Water 
Ballet, ’51 ; Spanish Play, ’50, ’51 ; French Play, ’51 ; 
Christmas Vespers, ’50 ; Committee of Old Girl-New 
Girl Party, ’50 ; Christmas Pageant, ’50, ’51 ; Head 
Usher at Commencement Play, ’50 ; Commencement 
Play, ’51 ; Senior Luncheon Committee, ’50 ; Senior 
Prom Committee, ’50 ; Editor of “Bear and Lion,” 
’51; R.H., ’50, ’51; Athletic Cup, ’51. 



“I am no angel ” 


INGRID EVNA PETERSEN 
30 West Wind Lane 
Grosse Pointe Farms 30, Michigan 

University of Michigan 

Cae Club ; Vice-President of Cae Club, ’51 ; Hockey, 
’50, ’51, Captain, ’51 ; Basketball. ’50, ’51 ; Swimming, 
’50; Baseball, ’50, ’51; Badminton, ’51; Volleyball, 
’50, ’51, Player -Manager, ’51 ; Senior Life-Saving, 
’50 ; Christmas Pageant, ’50, ’51 ; Spanish Play, ’51 ; 
Commencement Play, ’50, ’51 ; “Bear and Lion,” ’51 ; 
Commencement Usher, ’50 ; Andover Dance Commit- 
tee, ’51 ; Room Award, ’51 ; R.H., ’50, ’51 ; Athletic 
Cup, ’51 ; Honorable Mention Music Appreciation, 
’51 ; Ping Pong and Badminton Awards, ’51. 

“Wit makes its own welcome and levels all distinc- 
tions 




SALLIE PIPER 
607 Pearl Street 
Reading, Massachusetts 

Cae Club ; Hockey Manager, ’51 ; Exeter Dance Com- 
mittee, ’51 ; Dramatics ; Christmas Pageant ; Com- 
mencement Play, ’51 ; Student Council ; Glee Club, ’51. 

“ Bring ivith thee , jest and youthful jollity 



PHYLLIS PRIEST 
R. F. D. 1 

Epping, New Hampshire 
Emerson College 

Cae Club ; Hockey iSub, ’51 ; Cheerleader, ’51 ; Senior 
Life Saving, ’51 ; Glee Club, ’50, ’51 ; Musicale, ’50, 
’51 ; Dramatics, ’50, ’51 ; Commencement Play, ’50, 
’51 ; Christmas Pageant, ’50, ’51 ; Chairman of Make- 
up Committee, ’51 ; Spanish Play, ’50, ’51 ; Andover 
Dance Committee, ’51 ; Senior Life Saving Award, ’51. 

“ The mildest manners and the gentlest heart” 


ANN LELAND REILLY 
100 Holy rood Avenue 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

College of Saint Elizabeth 

Cae Club ; Sub on Baseball Team, ’49, ’50 ; Cheer 
Leader, ’49 ; Swimming Team Manager, ’51 ; Volley 
Ball Team, ’50 ; Glee Club, ’48, ’49, ’50, ’51 ; Musicale, 
’50, 51 ; Operetta, ’48 ; Christmas Vespers, ’51 ; Ex- 
eter Dance Committee, ’51 ; Senior Reception Com- 
mittee, ’50 ; “Splinters” Business Board, ’51 ; Com- 
mencement Play, ’51 ; Christmas Pageant, ’50, ’51 ; 
French Play, ’51 ; Student Council, ’51. 

“A merry heart goes all the day” 





SUZANNE CASE RINGER 
33 High Farms Road 
West Hartford, Connecticut 

Colby Junior College 

Kava Club ; Kava Cheerleader, ’51 ; Volleyball Sub, 
’51 ; Softball Sub, ’51 ; Andover Dance Committee, 
’51 ; Christmas Pageant, ’51 ; Spanish Play, ’51 ; Com- 
mencement Play, ’51. 

“He that hath ears to hear , let him hear . ” 




MARGARET ANN SELLGER 
Old Country Road, R. F. D. #4 
Huntington, New York 

Adelphi College 

Kava 'Club ; President of Kava Club, ’51 ; Hockey, 
’50, ’51 ; Basketball, ’50, ’51 ; Captain, ’50, ’51 ; 
'Swimming, ’50, ’51 ; Water Ballet, ’51 ; Volley Ball, 
’50, ’51; Captain, ’50; Badminton, ’51; R.H., ’50, 
’51 ; Dramatics, ’50, ’51 ; Christmas Pageant, ’50, 
’51 ; Commencement Play, ’50, ’51 ; House Play, ’51 ; 
French Play, ’50; Glee Club, ’50, ’51; Usher at 
Commencement, ’50 ; Exeter Dance Committee, ’51 ; 
Student Council, ’50, ’51 ; Senior Life-Saving, ’50 ; 
Room Award, ’51 ; Honorable Mention Music Appre- 
ciation, ’51. 


“ All the world’s a stage’’ 



JANET THIBAULT 
22 Bartlett Street 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 

Endicott Junior College 

Kava Club ; Basketball Sub, ’51 ; Art Editor of 
“•Splinters,” ’51 ; Cheerleader, ’51 ; Glee Club, ’50, 
’51 ; Christinas Pageant, ’50, ’51 ; Commencement 
Play, ’51 ; Stage Sets for Commencement Play, ’51 ; 
French Play, ’51; Halloween Party Committee, ’50; 
Exeter Dance Committee, ’51 ; Usher at Commence- 
ment, ’50 ; Time Current Events Award, ’51. 

“07i, how full of briars is this working day world” 


BEVERLY WATT 
231 Main Street 
Groveland, Massachusetts 

Kava Club ; Senior Life Saving, ’50 ; ‘Softball, ’50, 
’51 ; Hockey Manager, ’51 ; Volley Ball, ’51 ; Swim- 
ming Manager, ’51 ; Water Ballet, ’50, ’51 ; iSub, 
’50; Manager of Water Ballet, ’51; Dramatics, ’50, 
’51 ; Glee Club, ’50 ; Christmas Pageant, ’50, ’51 ; 
Christmas Vespers, ’51 ; House Play, ’51 ; Spanish 
Play, ’50, ’51 ; Commencement Play, ’50, ’51 ; Senior 
Reception Committee, ' ’50 ; “.Splinters” Literary 
Board, ’51 ; Senior Prom Committee, ’51 ; Honor 
Roll, ’50 ; Short Story Prize, ’51 ; Room Award, ’51. 



“ Sharper than a serpent's tooth” 


DOROTHY MARY WINSHIP 
16 Sheffield Road 
Winchester, Massachusetts 

Connecticut College 

Kava Club ; Hockey Sub, ’51 ; Basketball Manager, 
’51 ; Volleyball Manager, ’50 ; Swimming Team, ’48, 
’49, ’50, ’51; Water Ballet, ’51; Junior Lifesaving, 
’49 ; Senior Lifesaving, ’50 ; Student Council, ’49, 
’51 ; Secretary, ’49 ; President, ’51 ; Dramatics Club, 
’49, ’50, ’51 ; Christmas -Pageant, ’48, ’49, ’50, ’51 ; 
Commencement Play, ’50, ’51 ; Glee Club, ’51 ; Cheer- 
leader, ’48, ’49, ’50 ; “Splinters” Literary Board, ’50, 
’51 ; “Bear and Lion,” ’51 ; Chairman of Senior 
Luncheon Committee, ’50 ; Senior Marshal, ’50 ; 
Honor Roll, ’48, ’49, ’50, ’51 ; Chairman Andover 
Dance Committee, ’51 ; Chairman Exeter Dance Com- 
mittee, ’51 ; French Play, ’51 ; Old Girl-New Girl 
Party, ’49 ; Senior Reception Committee, ’49, ’50 ; 
Room Award, ’51 ; Current Events Prize, ’51 ; Under- 
hill Honor, ’51. 

“ Young in limbs , in judgment old 
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UNDERGRADUATE SONG 

ADIEU 

(Tune: “My Foolish Heart”) 

This year has gone so very fast, 

It’s time for you to part; 

Our hearts will always be with you 
Though now you shall depart. 

All the games and the laughter and your spirit, 

W e won ’t forget as the years go tearing by ; 

We’ll remember your help and fond assistance 
In the sports both with Kava and with Cae. 

The class of 51 remains 
Outstanding, kind and true; 

Their colors both of green and white 
Bring to us love and right; 

For this time we’re all so very tearful 
At the farewells of all our friends most dear, 

We’ve come ... to bid you all a fond adieu. 

Mercy Haskell 
Murney Tyler 



Class Statistics 


Epithet 

Sobriquet 

Diversion 

Predilection 

Ruth Bailey 

Ruth 

big-time reporter 

driving 

Marcia Clifton 

Marsh 

trips to Fort Hill posts 

blue beechies 

Catharine Duane 

Kitty 

writing Abbie 

letters from Princeton 

Dorothy Fairbanks 

Feather 

wearing her tin can 

U. Va. 

Dorcas Farrington 

Dork 

driving the station wagon 

Armitage 

Barbara Ford 

Fordie 

planning 

Broadway plays 

Anne Kirby 

Kirby “A” 

trips to Exetah 

Co-ordos ; 

Judith Kirby 

Jude 

dieting 

new shoes 

Elizabeth Lamb 

Betsy 

talking 

California 

Constance Banner 

Connie 

watching a tennis match 
during dramatics 

her ear showing 

Louise Lee 

Lee 

creating unique ideas 

“Old Soldiers Never Die” 

Ingrid Petersen 

Pete 

reading ‘ ‘ literature ’ ’ 

Detroit Tigers 

Sallie Piper 

Sallie 

playing records 

chewing gum 

Phyllis Priest 

Phyl < 

Russ 

Manchester 

Anne Reilly 

O’Reilly 

going to the movies 

The Irish 

Suzanne Ringer 

Suzie 

playing Chinese records 
backstage 

a silent table 

Susanne Robertson 

Suzy 

Prep schools 

big ideas 

Margaret Sellger 

Midget 

seeing if night light is on 

North Carolina 

Janet Thibault 

Janet 

driving the boat 

blond Cocker Spaniels 

Beverly Watt 

Bev 

apple-polishing 

Tufts 

Dorothy Winsliip 

Windy 

jumping to conclusions 

Andover vs. Exeter 


Class Statistics 


Abhorrence 

Idiosyncracy 

Idiom 

To Be Found 

Lawrence 

not loquacious 

“Oh — no” 

in the red Dodge 

empty mail box 

Grandma lips 

“What d’ya think I 
* am — anyhow?” 

in a daze 

leaving the Mushroom 
Center of the world 

Lispth 

“No Joe?” 

Wherever there’s a record 
playing — WORL 

her hips 

not too young 

“Know what I mean?” 

in a snap-shot ' 

boys like that 

blush 

“No! Sue” 

in the “green machine” 

leaving the campus 

beauty mark 

“Well, I’m ’a glad to be 
here.” 

wearing St. Lawrence dink 

lending money to Judy 

temper 

“Big deal McNeal” 

in a swivit 

Louise’s early hours 

thin hair 

“Alio gorjus” 

checking rooms ! 

moochers 

ham, tomato juice, 
crackers 

‘ ‘ What ’s ’a matta ? ’ ’ 

looking up the Stranahan 
column 

taking Current Events 
notes 

1 arriving at school earl\ 

“Now! Now!” 

writing to Brian 

being called “Morphy” 

playing operator 

“Oh, you kids” 

wandering 

listening to Glee Club 

reading other people’s 
mail 

“I’m Betty’s bound” 

clowning 

English language 

laugh 

‘ ‘ George ’ ’ 

on a day leave 

visitors after lights 

wearing stocking to 
classes 

“Welllll— yes.” 

sleeping 

gory things 

wide eyes 

“Faith ’n begory” 

in the sun 

Biology labs 

giggle 

“Could be” 

behind a typewriter 

the beacon 

99% lbs. 

“Not all going to 
Harvard” 

in awkward situations 

American History 

ladylike walk 

“I mean it” 

at the piano 

her Jap toes 

not wearing lipstick to 
school 

“Oh— yea?” 

writing term paper 

marrying at a ripe old 
age 

wearing levis 

“Well, now, I wouldn’t 
say that” 

with downcast eyes 

eccentrics 

telephone calls 

“Pretty doggone nice” 

in front of a mirror 
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SENIOR SUPPER 


Friday evening June 1 and the long-awaited Senior Supper at Mrs. 
MacGay ’s was upon us. Despite the ‘‘harrowing” trials of the previous four 
days, the appetites of the Seniors appeared unimpaired as evidenced by the 
havoc wrought by all on the delicious dinner. 

While waiting for it to become dark, the Seniors gathered around Mrs. 
MacGay and listened while she “prophesied” into their futures. At nine 
o’clock the small and beautiful bouquets were taken from the center of the 
table and all left for the Hall to listen to the Undergrads’ song and to sing 
the Senior farewell song. Bouquets were thrown ; then Seniors and Undergrads 
descended upon Mrs. Tremble for sherbert and cookies before going to the 
study hall to view the moving pictures of the year’s activities. The first of 
the Graduation weekend’s activities was over. 

D.M. W. 


Mrs. MacGay 
Red setters 
Grandsons 
Tearooms 

Beverly Watt 

Early morning swims 
Pizza 

Plum Island 

Louise Lee 

Road maps 
Hot sun 
Red nails 

Phyllis Priest 
White organdy 
Moonlight terraces 
Soft breezes 

Sue Ringer 

Snowy slopes 

A pensive mood 

Plaid bow ties and grey flannels 

Midge Sellger 

Yellow convertibles 
White sand 
“The mountains” 

Farms — 


Ingrid Petersen 

Tears of laughter 

Rose colored glasses 

Pop bottles and licorice sticks 

Dorothy Winship 

Lilacs and white swans 
Dancing slippers 
Crystal in the wind 

Barbara Ford 

Bubbling champagne 
Best & Co. 

Red hair 

Marcia Clifton 
Laughing eyes 
Sunlight on the daisies 
White rabbits six-feet tall 

Betsy Lamb 
Hilarity 
Tiger Lilies 
Confusion 

Ruth Bailey 

Winding back roads 
Silence 

A burst of laughter 


SENIOR EVENTS 
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Kitty Duane 
Tabu 

Atlantic City 

Stationwagons 

Tigers 

Anne Kirby 
Levis 
Literature 
Uniqueness 

Feather Fairbanks 
Crisp cottons 
Autumn leaves 
White sails and sea spray 

Sally Piper 

Bright balloons 
Talking parrots 
Rushing waterfalls 

Judy Kirby 

Twinkling eyes 

Snow covered pine cones 

Distant drums 


Janet Thibault 
Canoe trips 
Thunderstorms 
Golden cocker spaniels 

Connie Lanner 

Red dotted swiss 
A hair ribbon 
A sweet smile 

Ann Reilly 

A rippling stream 
A rendezvous 
A helping hand 

Sue Robertson 

Soft pine needles 
Diamonds 
Crew hats 

Dorcas Farrington 
Long slow walks 
Jalopies 
Lacrosse 

F.F. 

B.F. 

B.L. 


PROPHECY 

“The old must die; the young may die. Remember this, ye passers-by,” 

Who come to view us twenty-one, the class of 1951. 

As near our gravestones ye wander by, ’neath which the infamous crew doth lie, 
Upon our cold stones ye will find our epitaphs that we’ve left behind. 

“In loving memory of our mother, 

Like her there has been no other. 

Phyllis Priest, first mother of our land proclaimed, 

Her plaque hangs now in the Hall of Fame.” 

“From this vale of tears she’s passed. 

Sally Piper, her friends amassed, 

Think of her in days of yore, 

Our nation’s goodwill ambassador.” 
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SPLINTERS 


“In sweet remembrance we bold Sue, 

We’re sorry her laboratory blew. 

Nine long years she studied there, 

Now we can’t find her anywhere.” 

“Dorcas rests beneath this moss, 

A former teacher of Lacrosse. 

One day she sadly missed a trick, 

A pupil wildly threw her stick.” 

“Commended to the Lord is Lee, 

Singer, dancer, actress three. 

Mortals will recall her by 

Her hit, ‘Old Soldiers Never Die’.” 

“Among the angels she now sits, 

Barby Ford ; she made a hit and 
Brought fame plus fortune to her class, 

As hot-rod driver ’til her crash.” 

“She has walked in peace among ye, 

Another like Kitty ne’er will be. 

She, through social circles sometime back, 
Changed America’s colors to orange and black.” 

“Tread not o’er this sacred ground, 

Here the bones of Anne are found. 

First lady-governor of the Lone Star State 
Now travels through Saint Peter’s Gate.” 

“Mourn the loss of Marsh, ye mortals, 

She has entered heaven’s portals. 

Many charges she once frightened, 

But little children are thus enlightened.” 

“She has parted, toll the knell, 

Anne Reilly’s gone, sound the bell. 

Made Poet Laureate for her Irish wit, 

The Lord’s in stitches because of it.” 

“Disturb ye not these few remains 
Of Windy who suffered other’s pains. 

The nations’ lovelorn won’t forget her 
Truly effective patch-up letter.” 


SENIOR EVENTS 


‘Cherish all for life is short. 

Bev’s Navy life we here report ; 

An admiral on the Atlantic bine, 

She was sunk out there with all her crew.’ 

‘In this final resting place 
Lies Bets.y almost in disgrace. 

In Congress one day she did muster 
Six record volumes of filibuster.” 

‘Weep not the loss, for she is home. 

Ingrid the whole wide world did roam, 
And all the people she astounded 
By facility of Spanish she expounded.” 

‘Mourn, ve mortals, for Midge has gone, 
After taking Adelplii U. quite by storm. 
She .slaved for years to attain her degree 
Then became dean of the University.” 

‘Thibault, may she rest in peace, 

Finally completed her masterpiece. 
‘Assignment Unprepared,’ its fame 
Earned her universal acclaim.” 

‘Beyond this world of mortal care 
Is Judy who ran the ground quite bare. 
Our other Canadian did become 
The world’s foremost female ‘ski bum’.” 

‘In silence pass ye by this small plot, 

For here lies ‘Feth’, youngest of our lot. 
’Twas she who beat us all in marriage 
And was first to wheel a baby carriage.” 

‘Beloved, they have taken thee; 

How we mourn for Ruth Bailey. 

Her voice rang out in golden tones 
And by this talent she was well-known.” 

‘Among the angels she’s now been placed 
And to there Robertson did race. 

An air-line hostess Sue once had been 
And couldn’t wait to be ‘up there’ again. 
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SPLINTERS 


“Though she has left, memory lingers on. 

Connie Lanner the first femme to don 

The Yankee manager’s garb and they say 

She could have taught Babe Ruth how to play.” 

You now leave this graveyard bleak, 

A place where you may comfort seek. 

For here collected are the remains 
Of ’51, their lives, their gains. 

J.K. 

A. R. 

D.W. 

CLASS WILL 

The last will and testament of the Senior class of Rogers Hall, made and 
published this 4th day of June, in the year of our Lord, one thousand nine- 
hundred and fifty-one, and in the name of God, Amen. . . . 

We, the class of 1951, of Rogers Hall in the City of Lowell, Middlesex 
County, State of Massachusetts, do hereby make, publish, and declare this our 
last will and testament in the following manner: 

Kitty Duane leaves her renowned treasure chest that she has brought to 
R.H. for three long years, covered with Princeton stickers to hide the barnacles, 
to Missey Steen, who knows many deserving pirates. 

Ingrid Petersen leaves her tennis rackets, hockey sticks, basketballs, base- 
balls, volley balls, and birdies to keep Anne Hoff occupied next year. 

Midge Sellger leaves all her “dark-eye” equipment to Judy Jennings, who 
may use it on all the blonds in the school next year as did Midge. 

Judy Kirby leaves the scales, her tape measure, and all of her exercises (in- 
cluding the Duck Walk) to Rusty Rush ton. 

Sallie Piper leaves all her “What I mean is” and “I can’t explain it’s” 
to whoever occupies her seat in English IV next year. 

Phyllis Priest leaves her underwater approach, block and perry, and the 
double-wrist grip to anyone who would enjoy Dr. Sander’s company. 

Sue Robertson leaves all her countless extracurricular troubles to Elinor 
Hosmer. 

Feather Fairbanks leaves her “tin can” to whoever wants it . , . On 
second thought she will keep it to wear next year at U.V.A. 

Dorcas Farrington leaves her beachwagon to the day students who might 
want to use it to go over and visit the “Neuter Boys.” 

Ann Reilly leaves the keys to her car to Nancy Harvey in hopes that she 
will at least turn them on before starting the car ! 
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Connie Lanner leaves to Roberta Fielding the sign, “No Trespassing” for 
a certain bo}' who will still be at Exeter next year. 

Janet Thibault leaves all her “umms,” “uggs,” “alilis,” and “ho-hums” 
to all her teachers. 

Anne Kirby leaves the cloak-room to anyone who might have an unex- 
pected visitor! 

Louise Lee leaves her blond hair to Cindy Burrage so she won’t have to 


work so hard ! 

Beverly Watt leaves her ability to perfect a deep voice, after long years 
of practice, to Karlyn Herrhammer, who can make much use of it in years to come. 

Betsj' Lamb leaves one phonograph needle, one phonograph record, one 
phonograph machine, one loud speaker, and one microphone to Bobbie Emmons 
in hopes that she will carry on for her. 

Sue Ringer leaves her very excellent table conversation to Penny Haskell. 
(Penny will be lost for words). 

Marcia Clifton leaves Tom Emery to Judy Streeter for her father to 
take care of. 

Barbara Ford leaves her album of “Arms and The Girl” to all the girls 
in the house next year so they can drive each other crazy by listening to Pearl 
Bailey. 

Dorothy Winship leaves her white letter sweater with the “A”, or is it 
the “ E ”, to Cinnie Irelan, who will undoubtedly take both ! 

Ruth Bailey leaves her red car, with the four unidentified girls, to Carol 
Robinson. 

To Queenie MacGay we leave Blackie. 

To the cooks we leave all of the extra desserts that we tried to take. 

To the maids, Molly, Bertha, Gertrude, Mary, and Helen, we leave our 
rooms in the best of condition for next year. 

To the Freshman Class we leave our versatile manners. 

To the Sophomore Class we leave our debonnaire looks. 

To the Junior Class we leave our cutting of recitations whenever we please. 
(What was that?) 

To Bill and Paul we just leave our thanks and gratitude for the innumerable 
things they’ve done for us. 

And to Mrs. MacGay we leave an opening in each one of our places for a 
new senior to take over. 

Respectfully submitted this fifth day of June, 


L.L., S.R., M.S. 



ON AMERICA, “THE JAZZ SINGER” 

Have you breathed the free air when the trumpet blasts, and heard the 
thunder on the left that is the drum? Have you walked the path of glory in 
the wailing saxophone, or heard the crystals in the wind from a tinkling piano? 
When jazz was born the time of man’s pace was counted up, and America’s 
flaming youth cried out, their voice was heard. A voice harsh with the injustice 

bought off with “beggars’ gold,” and harsher still, foreseeing what their 

/ 

parents had in store. 

They marched to war, this flaming youth, on fire with all the faith that 
those who planned it so had never had. They came back singing to the soft 
strain of a black April’s rain when the Blues were moaned for those who 
never marched again. 

But Jazz rang on, and now grew harsher still, with the grating loss of 
tune and all that we had known as “good.” And another youth marched off, 
and as will happen when they’re gone, the free air tinged with a faint perfume 
that was not sweet to smell. 

They came again but could not seem to set the crying jazz to rights, and 
louder, louder still, it moans. The air is no longer free when the trumpet 
blasts, and the thunder on the left is more than just a drum. There is no 
path to glory in the wailing saxophone, and the wind that blows the crystals 
carries a faint perfume that is not sweet to smell. Cry the beloved for that 
sweet song again. Will one more war bring back our tune of yore? Cry the 
beloved song of the melting pot, of wrong, to those we know are wrong, and 
let our song rain down once more on a country free from war ! 

Betsy Lamb, ’51 
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TO BE A DREAMER 

People, places, things — 

Castles, crowns and kings — 

I build my castles in the sand, 

While the flowers form my crown, 

That’s the kingdom in my hand — 

But — I ’m just a dreamer ! 

People, places, things — 

Poor men, beggars — kings! 

Poor men have the sun for gold, 

Beggars have the stars, the moon; 

All are kings with this wealth they hold. 
But — I’m just a dreamer! 

For : 

People, places, things — 

A beggar — ne’er a king! 

The sun does not always appear, 

The moon, the stars oft hide at night, 
Poverty is a thing to fear, 

Oh ! To be a dreamer ! 

People, places, things — 

Dreamers, fools — not kings ! 

Kings have castles, crowns and gold, 
Dreamers have but their sand and flowers, 
Reality shatters the dreams they hold, 

But ! To be a dreamer ! 


Cynthia Irelan, ’54 
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THE FLYING DUTCHMAN 

Yes, the “Flying Dutchman” was a phantom ship. She had built up into 
an enthralling legend told to the eager young by the exaggerating, gullible old. 
But this ship was more than a legend because she was real. She would ride 
the waves gracefully and stately into the harbors and ports over the world and 
then would stay for one or two days and leave on the outgoing tide,- with no 
crew — just a beautiful, lonesome ship. She seemed not quite to know where to 
go but she would wander from one port to the next. She had sailed through 
everything possible. 

I remember one gnarled old man ’s story ... he was an old sea captain and 
he had seven sons who were now upon the seas. His forlorn, little, old shanty 
overlooked the wide harbor which opened out onto the spacious ocean. One of 
those fall northeasters had blown up and the sky was dark, occasionally marked 
by a vicious streak of lightning. The rain was beating against his blurred windows 
and the thunder bellowed forth telling of those unfortunate ships being tossed 
aimlessly about in the grasping, merciless waves. His sons were out on the ocean 
and he feared for them. All of a sudden the black veil over the sky lifted, the 
lightning ceased, the rain left only sparkling diamonds upon the grass and the 
churning waters had subsided into rippling, blue waves, and there in the opening 
to the harbor was the majestic ship “The Flying Dutchman.” That was his 
story and he ended it by saying the ship had caused a miracle. She had stopped 
the storm. 

And then there was another story about this miracle ship. This was told by 
a grateful woman whose two little girls were victims of a plague spreading 
throughout an isolated fishing village. There were no medical supplies and so 
word had been sent for them, but when the ship reached the harbor, which was 
marred with menacing, jagged rocks, her captain feared to go in because he did 
not know where the channel was. There were no able men left to guide the vessel 
and they were about to give up when — the phantom ship appeared. She led them 
to the humble villagers and then turned about and was on her lonely way. 

There were many other stories about the phantom ship. Some are true and 
some are false! How do I know. I sail “The Flying Dutchman” . . . 


Beverly Watt, ’51 


Sck ool Notes 


September 

2.1st — Warmly outstretched arms received fifty excited new girls and old, with 
enthusiasm un quenched by the thought of 160 days of work. 

23rd — Not only the tradition of the Singing Beach picnic was carried on today, 
hut the all important tradition of getting lost on the way, too. 

24th — The creation of America’s favorite literature, the “funny-paper,” was 
observed in the making at Vespers, conducted by Ted Miller, Christian 
Science Monitor Cartoonist. 


October 

5th — New girls kowtowed willingly through initiation, and not so willingly 
looked forward to making their “initiators’ ” life easy for two luxurious 
weeks. 

15th — Rogers Hall angels relaxed to the strains of Artiss de Volt’s ethereal harp. 

29th — Dr. Henry Gerald caused several minor nervous breakdowns by his 
baffling glimpses into the future, and Kitty Duane’s desk. 

November 

Mr. Howes turned gray to the tune of “Ave Verum” at rehearsal in 
the Chapel, and one or two Rogers Hall heads turned gray in the Com- 
mons to the tune of “Harbor Lights.” In general a successful dance 
through combined efforts of Andovah and our Alma Mater. 

R. H.’s frightened squeaks blended with Andover’s hearty voices to fill 
the Andover Chapel. 

December 

3rd — Alice Dixon Bond lengthened and aided our long-delayed Christmas 
shopping lists with her tips on the best-sellers. 

9th — Christmas A r espers means to us solemnity. We best express this unforget- 
table occasion by simply recalling it to mind and saying no more. We 
will slip in that the Seniors now wear their long-awaited rings. 

14th — Candles burned brightly to accompany the Christmas Spirit and the 
carol singing at the Christmas dinner. Gala panoramas followed the 
dinner in the form of the pageant, a well-portrayed expression of the 
general mood of each girl, soon bound for home. 

15th — Now you see the Rogers Hall girls . . . now you don’t! 


18th— 


19th— 
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SPLINTERS 


January 

6tli — We came back, as we always do . . . one less of us, with a loss of Marty, 
but a gain of Judy and the promise of Robbie, and Rogers Hall grew 
richer by them both. 

7th — In a flurry of snow, Mr. Snow himself came to us to speak of the famous 
islands of the world, and brought so much snow with him that he was 
stranded at R. H. overnight. 

13th — S.A. T.’s and the Andover-return both fell on the same day, but the 
soothing strains of Adele Addison’s voice relaxed any frayed nerves. 

19th — The Undergrads’ dinner came off with all the charm of Mrs. MacGay’s 
entertainment, while the Seniors found their own charm in hamburgers 
at the House. 

22nd to 25th — Exams ! Need we say more ! 

26th — No snow — no Conway, but we got our vacation and headed in many dif- 
ferent directions for five days of restful bliss. 

February 

4th — Mam’selle was pleased to see the pictures of France with their all too 
colorful descriptions making every one of us envious. 

10th — The jammed bus carried a good proportion of the school to see Jean Arthur 
in “Peter Pan,” and although many of us tried to use “Peter’s” tactics 
of flying to get home, that same proportion came home in the bus. 

18th — We enjoyed the marvelous adaptations of everyday people, during Ves- 
pers, people we see from our own all too prejudiced minds. Adele Neff, 
a monologist, entertained us royally. 

23rd — W e heard and saw the Baltimore Symphony Orchestra and many among 
our numbers decided that the “long-hair stuff” you hear so much about 
isn ’t so bad after all ! 

March 

3rd — Exeter and Rogers Hall worried through another of the yearly concerts, 
Rogers Hall worrying more than usual because of the loss of so many 
of the stronger voices through the flu, but that didn’t cause any loss 
of appetite and those who could attend the dance forgot any talk of 
flu in the general course of the conversation. 

5th — At last things are starting to “pop” with the Seniors. Senior pictures 
are taken and that ’s one more step toward the diploma ! 

13th — The one-act plays were performed with the general feeling of good will 
which prevails before the “bursting of the buds of spring!” 

14th — And like the bursting buds of spring, Rogers Hall sprang beyond the 
picket fence for another recess, another rest cure, and another spring 
vacation. 

April 

4th — “Bring back the thrill ...” 

22nd — Current Events is the cry! Why? Jeoffrey Harwood. 



Cae Club 



Kava Club 






Junior Class 



Freshmen-Sophomore Classes 
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May 

5th — Founder’s Day and several close drownings in the water ballet. 

6th — Cape Ami and Annisquam afforded sunburns and humbugs to the Seniors*, 
through Feather’s mother and father, a family not soon to be forgotten 
by the Seniors. 

11th — Windy has the idea, be the delicate type ; faint your way through proms 
and you may get to all of them. 

12th — After Andover comes Exeter, (no slams, we mean in the line of proms.) 

13th — The Parkers feed the Seniors this time. Oh, how we love them, and their 
shrimp newburg ! 

14th — HA ! Review. 

16th — Term papers due; need we say more? 

19th — A prom, a success such as we had never dreamed. Lilacs, and “Blueberry 
Hill” and another memory of “him.” 

22nd — Sue Robertson’s mother did the honors at a lovely tea with parakeets 
and punch for the Seniors. 

24th — “Swimmers, take your mark, ready, GO!” And the Cae team sank to 
let Kava take a Victory. 

25th — The shatter of a window, and two dents on some man’s car top, and 
Cae has a softball victory. 

28th — Washington, Adams, Jefferson, Madison, blah, blah — and exams are on ! 

31st — More humbugs, and the Cae-Kava supper. 

June 

1st — A delicious supper at Mrs. MacGay’s for the seniors, and a song, so sad. 
Congratulations, Posh ! Seniors, for shame ! But Anne saved the day ! ? 

2nd — Surf and sands and the last glimpse of the beach. 

3rd — A song, laryngitis choked, and the Musicale went successfully through 
the routine; then all went hither and yon for a successful evening out. 

4tli — A sad Senior Luncheon and a quick swim; the day draws nigh ... A 
Chinese Play ended our day . . . rather . . . 

5th — (sob) ... A diploma . . . (sob) . . . and we leave R. H. for . . . forever . . , 

B.L. 


SINGING BEACH 

Came the dawn of September 23rd and merrily we rolled along to the 
tune of “Where, oh where . . . ”, in next to no time arriving at Singing Beach, 
Manchester-by-th e-Sea. Yo-hoho, and a dozen of hot-clogs later, the be-jeaned 
girls had spread themselves, in groups, on the sand, energetically doing nothing. 
Every now and then, however, energy and vitality would come back, and the 
hardest hit would start a game of softball, go for more food, or wade along 
the shore. Hearing several shouts of “Watch out for the poison-ivy!”, we were 
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somewhat startled to see a group of girls descending from the rocks, clad in 
bathing suits. “What fools these mortals be!” but the mermaids plunged in 
and out again, none the worse from their dunking. 

Finally, tired, stuffed, and slightly sunburned, we gathered up the blankets, 
coke bottles, bat and balls, climbed into the buses, and made tracks for home, 
the first of the two annual visits to Singing Beach, a pleasant memory to all. 

D.M.W. 


INFORMAL DANCE AT EXETER 

“Oh, I’m so excited!”, “I wonder what my date will be like!” “Girls, 
please be quiet while I call the roll!”, a grind of gears, and the Sophomores, 
J uniors and Seniors were off for an informal dance at Phillips Exeter Academy. 
Arriving at the Inn and meeting their “dates,” the girls were then escorted 
to a delicious dinner at Dunbar Hall, and from there to the dance. During 
intermission time, while the Royal Exonians rested, the couples were entertained 
by the newly organized Exeter Octet which completely stole the show. Tempus 
fugited, goodbyes were said, and once again we rolled along home, eagerly 
looking forward to the next dance with Exeter in March. 

While the others were dancing the hours away, the Freshman Class was 
entertained by Mrs. MacGay, at the delightful Hartwell Farms. 

D.M. W. 


CAE-KAVA HOCKEY GAME 

At last the longed for day of the Cac and Kava hockey game arrived! 
After practically half a term of working hard to master this sport, both teams 
were now ready to show us the new skills they had accomplished. Amid the 
cheers and club songs a most thrilling game began ; both teams played their 
best, and when the first half ended, the scores were tied. Cheerleaders and 
the rest of the girls cheered with excitement when the second half and last 
part of the game started, and when the end finally came, the honors went 
to Cae, the score being 7-4 

That night the usual hockey banquet followed, with speeches by Mrs. 
MacGay and Miss Dickey, our gym instructor. Midge Sellger, Kava’s president, 
awarded the cup to Cae’s co-president, Judy Kirby, with a wonderful speech, 
and Judy spoke in return. A game and a banquet always to be remembered 
had just ended. 


Cae Team 
Kirby, A. 
Kirby, J. 
Petersen, Capt. 
Piper, Mgr. 


Kava Team 
Sellger 
Fairbanks 
Lee, Capt. 
Watt, Mgr. 



Splinters Staff 


Student Council 




Cae Tennis Team 


Kava Tennis Team 
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Cae Team — (cont.) 
Burra ge 
Clifton 
Irelan 
Mcllwraitli 
Robertson 
Subs : 

Farrington 
Priest 
Johnson, R. 


Kava Team — (cont.) 
Bailey 
Duane 
Ford 
Kennedy 
Stahl 
Subs : 

Howes 

Lamb 

Winship 


M.S. 


TWO ONE-ACT PLAYS 

The fall term was filled with many school activities and amongst them 
were two plays given by the Dramatics Club. Both were a big success thanks 
to the splendid direction of our new dramatics teacher, Mrs. Lee, and the 
cooperation of the club itself. Jean Mcllwraith and Penny Haskell, working 
behind the scenes, were also a big help in making the play a success. 

The first play was Rehearsal , a play within a play. It concerned a group 
of rather capricious college girls rehearsing for a dramatic presentation under 
the direction of a fellow student who was, however, of the serious nature. 

Wrong Numbers, which followed, was a dramatic mystery. It was a story 
of a woman forced to steal for a living and her method of outsmarting a fellow 
crook. In the end, however, both women thought themselves the victor, one 
having received the stolen goods and the other having learned a new method 
in stealing from people. 


THE CASTS 
Rehearsal 

Freda, the director 

Christine 
Barbara 
Gertrude 
Bonia 

Marjorie, the stage carpenter and property man 

Wrong Numbers 

Woman Number 1 

Woman Number 2 

A Waitress 


the players 


... Beverly Watt 

Tobey Titus 

Dorothy Winship 

Sallie Piper 

. . . . Phyllis Priest 
.Marjorie Rushton 

, .Margaret Sellger 

Betsy Lamb 

. . . .Nancy Harvey 


B.W. 


38 


A HOUSEFUL OF ENTERTAINMENT 


Such dramatic talent as was displayed at the variety show, given by the 
House, was truly astounding to the “Hallites.” The entertainment began 
gloriously with a take-off cn “Slaughter on Tenth Avenue.” Then followed 
various scenes, including a typical New York subway, which succeeded in keep- 
ing the audience in cmsiant gales of laughter. “Down on the Farm,” sung 
by two gals frcm Michigan, really reached our sentimental hearts. “Goodbye 
Queers, ’ ’ sung by all the dramatists, added the perfect touch to a most 
delightful show. 

P. H. 


THE ANDOVER DANCE 


How wonderful to dance on a December second in a winter wonderland; 
to be enveloped in silver stars, colored snowflakes, blue and white streamers, 
and fluffy snowballs. How blissful to be able to enjoy a thrilling concert by 
two combined glee clubs. What a privilege to dance to the music of the renowned 
“Aces,” and to hear such a remarkable saxophone solo by Stretch Hayes. 
How utterly wonderful to find the general opinion of a dance so favorable. 
What else could this dream depict but an Andover dance with Rogers Hall ! 

P. PI. 


CHRISTMAS VESPERS 


Tall Christmas candles cast a solemn glow upon the faces of each senior 
at the Christmas Vesper Service, conducted by our Student Council President, 
Dorothy Winship. 

Girls, literaryly inclined, read their original Christmas compositions, and 
members of the glee club, led by Miss LeButt, caroled to the large audience. 

Near the climax of this service, Mrs. MacGay presented a school ring to 
each senior. The attractive seal of the Rogers family, engraved on the rings, 
placed in the heart of each girl a thoughtful, fond memory of this memorable 
occasion: “Ourselves, and all our possessions, for God.” 

P.H. 

CHRISTMAS DINNER AND PAGEANT 

On the evening of December fourteenth, the Christmas spirit prevailed 
in the candle-lit dining-room, where a delicious Christmas dinner was enjoyed 
by all. Adding to the atmosphere were carols, sung intermittently during the 
meal. 

Following the lush Christmas banquet was the annual Christmas pageant, 
this year being “Saint Francis Keeps Christmas at Greccio. ” Through the 
guidance of Miss Lebutt and Mrs. Lee the pageant was full of gay yuletide 
spirit and ended reverently with the miracle of seeing the Christ Child. The 
art group is to be congratulated for its fine work. The singing was full of 
Christmas spirit as was everyone at the pageant. 


T 



Cae Hockey Team 



Kava Hockey Team 









St. Francis Keeps Christmas At Greccio 
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THE CAST 

Little Boy Phyllis Priest 

Little Lame Boy Dorothy Winship 

Old Man Nancy Harvey 

Another Man Marjorie Rushton 

Villagers Judy Kirby and Marguerite Steen 

Morris Dancers Susanne Robertson, Thalia Johnson, Roberta Johnson 

Carol Robinson, Barbara Emmons, Janet Thibault 

Seneschal Sandra Fishman 

Sir John of Greccio Elaine Leary 

Sir John’s Lady Kay Wallace 

Little Girl Jane Baketel 

Little Boy Anne Hoff 

Lords Louise Lee and Judy Streeter 

Ladies Suzanne Ringer and Anne Kirby 

Jester Barbara Ford 

Lord of Misrule Tobey Titus 

Foresters Virginia Miner and Susanne Robertson 

Mummers Flay — 

King Cole Marcia Clifton 

King William Ingrid Petersen 

Giant Blunder!) ore Jean Mcllwraith 

Saint George Sally Piper 

Dragon Betsy Lamb 

Dr. Bell , Cynthia Irelan 

Father Christmas Kitty Duane 

First Cook Constance Lanner 

Second Cook Cynthia Burrage 

Third Cook Feather Fairbanks 

Leader of the Car oilers Margaret Sellger 

Car oilers Anne Howes, Murney Tyler, Laura Mae Peverill, 

Barbara Emmons, Thalia Johnson, Elinor Hosmer, 
Janet Thibault, Ann Reilly, Cornelia Thompson, 
Susanne Robertson, Anne Plaisted, Dorcas Farrington, 
Virginia Miner, Marta Stahl, Roberta Johnson, 
Carol Robinson, Lillian Kennedy 

Singer Ruth Bailey 

Saint Francis Beverly Watt 

Brother Masseo Penny Haskell 

Monks Anne Howes, Laura Mae Peverill, Margaret Sellger, 

Marta Stahl, Roberta Johnson, Lillian Kennedy 
Driest Karlyn Herrhammer 

B. W. 
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ANDOVER RETURN DANCE 

Variety adds spice! For the first time in many years the return Andover 
dance was informal, much to the relief of many gals. We danced to the strains 
of the Andover Aces, and ate some delicious tea-sandwiches, before being 
treated to a superb concert which featured the famed soprano, Adele Addison, 
who delighted us with her wonderful singing. 

Humming “Little Sparrow,” a contented group of girls embarked on the 
Rogers Hall bus with minds quite full of concerts . . . music . . . and Andover. 

P.H. 


BASKETBALL 


Amid the cheers of cheerleaders from both teams, the Cae-Kava basketball 
game got under way. The Kava team seemed to be leading the race for the 
first few minutes, but the evenness of the teams made any distinction between 
their skills almost impossible. The game went on, and the Caes crept up to 
the score held defiantly by Kava. The half showed the teams too close for 
comfort. And at last the Caes pulled ahead to win the game by eleven points. 
The score was far above the score book’s markings for the usual final score, 
and that only showed that the teams deserved almost equal credit. 

The banquet was climaxed by the carrying off by Cae of the silver Basket- 
ball cup, hard fought for, and long cherished. 


Teams 

Cae 

J. Kirby, Manager 
Clifton 

Farrington (Capt.) 
Johnson, R. 

Kirby, A. 

Petersen 

Tyler 

Subs : 

Johnson, T. 

Streeter 


Kava 

D .Winship, Manager 

Haskell 

Jennings 

Kennedy 

Lee 

Sellger (Capt.) 

Steen 

Subs : 

Fairbanks 

Thibault 

M.T. 


EXETER DANCE 


Seventy open mouths, seventy masculine voices, seventy men — and once 
again Rogers Hall was entertaining Exeter at the annual Dance and Concert. 

Following another superb Mrs. Tremble-dinner, we danced away the few 
remaining hours in the uniquely “be-deviled” gym. 


D.M.W. 


I 



Kava Basketball Team 






Kava Volleyball Team 
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SPRING PLAYS 

Tuesday, March fourteenth, was a beautiful sunshiny day but the evening 
was more beautiful, and do you know why? No, well, I’ll tell you then. It’s 
because the Rogers Hall dramatics club, under the careful supervision of 
Mrs. Lee, gave two very different, but very well-performed, plays. The first 
was “Riders To The Sea,” a tragic tale of how the sea can rob a mother of 
her family one by one. The other, in contrast, was a gay, fiery Mexican play. 
The name of this play is “Sunday Costs Five Pesos,” and it is the story of 
how Berta loses her sweetheart but also how she gets him back. 


THE CASTS 
“Riders To The Sea” 

Maurya, an old woman Betsy Lamb 

Bartley , her son Jean Mcllwraith 

Cathleen, her daughter Tobey Titus 

Nora, a younger daughter Penny Haskell 

Men and Women Anne Howes, Nancy Harvey, Cynthia Irelan, 

Judy Streeter, Marjorie Rushton 
“Sunday Costs Five Pesos” 

Fidel, it'ho is in love with Berta Margaret Sellger 

Berta Beverly Watt 

Salome 1 Berta’s Phyllis Priest 

Tonia j friends Roberta Fielding 

Celestina Sandra Fishman 

B.W. 

THE ASSEMBLIES 


Never to be forgotten was the French Play, a Continental piece of fan 
waving if Rogers Hall ever saw any. The Spanish were well depicted this year, 
too, by the pulse-raising Tarentella by Robbie and Judy, and Missy and Ingrid’s 
comedy balanced the program to its climax. We wish to thank these performers 
and their director for a most inspiring and instructive view of our Neighbors 
across the Sea. D. M. W. 

FOUNDERS DAY 


Founder’s Day is an important one at Rogers Hall, as during it we have 
an opportunity to express our appreciation for the schooling that we have 
been enabled to receive here. The Founder’s Day of 1951 was no less conducive 
to thanks in our own humble way than before. The alumnae from far and near 
returned to our School and found it much the same as when they left, no 
matter how many years ago. 

A lobster and chicken salad luncheon and a remembered talk by Mrs. MacGay 
preceded the Alumnae Meeting and a water ballet given by those who were 
not afraid to sink after such filling food. A swift Volley Ball match followed, 
after which the Alumnae drifted away and another Founder’s Day came to 
a peaceful end. 
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Teams 

Cae 

Fishman, Captain 

Petersen, Manager 

Farrington 

Kirby, A. 

Mcllwraith 

Miner 

Petersen 

Streeter 

Tyler 

Subs : 

Fielding 

Rushton 


PROM 


Kava 

Kennedy, Captain 

Haskell, Manager 

Fairbanks 

Ford 

Howes 

Lee 

Sellger 
Wallace 
Watt 
Subs : 

Herrhammer 

Ringer 

D.M. W. 


No more days to be counted. The Senior Prom at last was upon us, and 
the excitement was almost too much to bear. From hither and yon the partners 
arrived and when the Prom finally got under way all was but a general con- 
fusion, but one of pleasure and delight. Too soon it was over and tired girls 
awoke Sunday morning to drag themselves to brunch, (Mrs. Tremble’s steaks), 
and sadly wave goodbye, as another Prom drew to an end. 

D.M.W. 


SWIMMING MEET 


The Swimming meet this year was an exciting one, to say the least. There 
was a great deal of competition and spirit coming from both Kava and Cae. 
After the form swimming, racing and diving had been reviewed by the judges, 
the score was counted. Kava won the meet by seven points. The final score 
was 50-43. 


Cae 

Reilly, Manager 

Burrage 

Clifton 

Farrington 

Johnson, T. 

Kirby, J. 

Mcllwraith 

Miner 

Petersen 

Streeter 


Teams 


Kava 

Watt, Manager 

Duane 

Lamb 

Lee 

Sellger 

Steen 

Wallace 

Winship 


M. T. 



Cae Swimming Team 



l 


Kava Swimming Team 




wm\ 


rf'tht 
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Cae Softball Team 



Kava Softball Team 
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SOFTBALL GAME 

The onlookers of the Cae-Kava softball game were in for an afternoon 
of excitement, Kava led for the first half of the game, but Cae took the final 
score of 5-3. 

The catching, pitching and fielding of both teams was extraordinarily 
good. At the close of the game, even Mrs. Tremble was heard to say, “Best 
game I’ve seen in a long time.” 


Cae 

T. Johnson, Manager 

Streeter 

Petersen 

Robinson 

Robertson, Captain 

Miner 

Baketel 

Tyler 

Farrington 
Irelan 
Subs : 

A. Kirby 
R. Johnson 


Teams 


Kava 

Lanner, Manager 

Haskell 

Lee 

Howes 

Steen, Captain 
Fairbanks 
Sellger 
Ford 
Watt 
Kennedy 
Subs: 

Duane 

Ringer 

M.T. 


BACCALAUREATE SUNDAY 


Parents, faculty and the entire student body gathered for the last and 
all important service of the year at Saint Anne’s Church on Sunday, June 3, 
1951, Baccalaureate Sunday. Reverend Blackburn gave a fine sermon on “beauty 
that lasts,” and it is to be assured that the Seniors and all who were there 
will long remember it and the beautiful service. 

D. M. W. 


CLASS DAY 


With great anticipation we all went to the dining-room after the excited, 
tired parents. The seniors opened their beautiful, monogrammed jewelry cases 
immediately and came forth with Oh’s and All’s of approval. The comical verses 
and presents were exceptionally good, which was shown by the laughter they 
all received. Songs 'were sung to all the seniors and to Mrs. MacGay during 
the delicious meal. 

After the luncheon we went to the study hall for the last time, where we 
had the Class Day Exercises. The athletic awards and other awards were given 
first; then each club announced officers for next year. Lillian Kennedy is the 
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new president for Kava and Kay "Wallace is the vice president. Cae announced 
that Thalia Johnson is the president and Roberta Fielding is the vice president. 

The seniors took over and Dorothy Winship read the Class Prophecy, Marcia 
Clifton the Quotations and Margaret Sellger the Class Will. We closed by singing 
the Undergrads’ song and the Seniors’ song. Thus ended another Class Day 
and one that will be remembered always. 


Cae Club 
Hockey 
Basketball 
Softball 


AWARDS 


Kava Club 
Swimming 
Tennis 


Ping Pong 
Badminton 
Volley Ball 

Tennis Cup — Louise Lee 
Posture Cup — Judy Streeter 
Ping Pong Award — Ingrid Petersen 
Badminton Award — Ingrid Petersen 
Senior Life Saving Aivar ds 
Catharine Duane Judy Streeter 

Thalia Johnson Murney Tyler 

Phyllis Priest Kay Wallace 

Awards for Neatest Iiooms 
Barbara Emmons Beverly Watt 

Ingrid Petersen Dorothy Winship 

Margaret Sellger 

R. H.’s 


Cae 

Marcia Clifton 
Dorcas Farrington 
Anne Kirby 
Judy Kirby 
Virginia Miner 
Ingrid Petersen 
Judy Streeter 
Murney Tyler 


Kava 

Dorothy Fairbanks 
Barbara Ford 
Penny Haskell 
Lillian Kennedy 
Louise Lee 
Margaret Sellger 
Marguerite Steen 
Kay Wallace 

B.W. 


THE COMMENCEMENT PLAY 

This year I am sure that our Commencement Play was the commencement 
activity that we feared the most. Let me explain to you a little of what I mean. 
Saturday night, as usual, we had our dress rehearsal. Our little play dramatizing 



Lady Precious Stream 
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the lives of a Chinese Prime Minister and his family affairs turned out to be 
one of the year’s best comedies. With the exception of one or two, everybody 
had a good case of laryngitis. Believe it or not, we all pulled through. “Lady 
Precious Stream” was a big success. The brilliant Chinese costumes were just 
as colorful as could be ; the understanding and wonderful direction of Mrs. Lee 
contributed greatly to our success. “Lady Precious Stream” was given in the 
Chinese fashion, no scenery except for props brought on by two property men 
sitting on either side of the stage at the back. It was different, but our Chinese 
acting was accepted with enthusiasm by the entire audience. 


CAST OF CHARACTERS 

Honorable Reader Sandra Fishman 

Property Men Mercy Haskell, Jean McIlwraith 

1st Attendant Cynthia Irelan 

2nd Attendant Marcia Clifton 

His Excellency Wang Yun, the Prime Minister Margaret Sellger 

Madam Wang, his wife Phyllis Priest 

Maid Susanne Robertson 

Su, the Dragon General, eldest son-in-law Judy Streeter 

Wei, the Tiger General, second son-in-law Tobey Titus 

Golden Stream, the eldest daughter Dorothy Fairbanks 

Silver Stream, the second daughter Roberta Fielding 

Precious Stream, the third daughter Betsy Lamb 

Maid Sally Piper 

Hsieh Ping-Kuei, the gardner Beverly Watt 

Suitors Murney Tyler, Ann Retlly 

Dorcas Farrington, Ruth Bailey 

1st Soldier Kay Wallace 

2nd Soldier Roberta Johnson 

Driver Jane Baketel 

Western Attendants Cynthia Irelan, Marcia Clifton 

Princess of the Western Regions Dorothy Winship 

Her Maids Constance Lanner, Janet Thibault 

MaTa \ her aides-de-camp Ann Kirby, Judy Kirby 

Kiang Hai j 

Warden Kay Wallace 

Western Soldier Virginia Miner 

General Mu Judith Jennings 

Edict Bearer Roberta Johnson 

Executioner Ingrid Petersen 

Minister of Foreign Affairs Louise Lee 


B.W. 
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COMMENCEMENT 

The chill winds on the Manchester beach — the deep solemnity of the Bac- 
calaureate Service — the whirl of Class Day — and finally the solemn moment 
when we found ourselves in the familiar, yet oh so different gymnasium ; many 
of us were tearful as we watched the senior class graduate. 

The Rev. Vivian Pomeroy of Milton, introduced by Philip S. Mar den of 
the board of trustees, delivered the commencement address. He compared a 
maiden of the 17th century with a girl of the 20th century in a delightful 
manner. Mrs. Edith Nourse Rogers, our representative in Congress, conferred 
the diplomas and quoted Mrs. MacGay in praising the seniors: “This year 
has been the most peaceful and pleasant in my many years at Rogers Hall.” 

Marcia Clifton, president of the graduating class, presented to Mrs. MacGay 
the class gift, a check to be used toward the purchase of a new combination radio- 
victrola, and Mrs. MacGay accepted the gift on behalf of the school. 

And then pandemonium — everybody taking pictures — cars being loaded — 
and we underclassmen are suddenly aware of the fact that we must keep up 
the fine precedents set by this class of ’51. 

AWARDS AND HONORS 

The Underhill Honor — College Preparatory 
Dorothy Winship 
Honor Poll — Average 85°/o or above 
Cynthia Burra ge Mercy Haskell Judith Kirby 

Roberta Fielding Anne Wellesley Howes Elizabeth Lamb 

Julia Streeter Dorothy Winship 

Helen Hill Award — Dorothy Fairbanks 
Athletic Cap 

Louise Lee Ingrid Petersen 

Art Prize — Murney Tyler 
Dramatics — Elizabeth Lamb 
Music Appreciation — Mercy Haskell 
Honorable Mention 

Anne Wellesley Howes Ingrid Petersen 

Elizabeth Lamb Margaret Sellger 

Current Events 

Dorothy Winship — Class and Assembly 
Anne Wellesley Howes — Assembly Only 
Honorable Mention 

Elizabeth Lamb Judith Kirby 

Splinters 

Poem — Cynthia Irelan 
Essay — Elizabeth Lamb 
Short Story — Beverly Watt 


P.H. 


umnae ±> ew s 


Engagements 

Cornelia Howell to Mr. Robert E. Crabtree of New Rochelle, New York. 
Mr. Crabtree is an ensign in the Naval Reserve. The wedding will take place 
in June. 

Joan Melanson to Mr. Chester E. Chellman, Jr. of Wolfeboro Falls, New 
Hampshire. Mr. Chellman is an aviation cadet at Perrin Air Force Base, Sher- 
man, Texas. 

Grace Reilly to Mr. James F. Conway, Jr. of Lowell, Massachusetts. 

Carolyn Riggs to Mr. Irving Emerson Rogers, Jr. of Andover, Massachusetts. 

Nancy Schmuck to Mr. Robert Wager Keenan of Cincinnati, Ohio. Mr. 
Keenan is attending the Harvard Graduate School of Business Administration. 

Judith Shepard to Mr. John Anderson Pidgeon of Andover, Massachusetts, 
and Seabrook, New Hampshire. 

Marriages 

March 10, 1951 — Margaret Neale to Mr. Horton Hubbard Heath, Jr. in 
Gordonsville, Virginia. 

April 21, 1951 — Mary Monroe to Mr. Roland Carl Schroeder, Ensign United 
States Navy, in Kalamazoo, Michigan. 

April 26, 1951 — Mary Ellanor Donnell to Captain Joseph John Rogers, 
Army of the United States, in Tokio, Japan. 

April 28, 1951 — Mary Agler to Mr. Kenneth Thomas Rice in Youngstown, 
Ohio. At home at 14819 Evergreen Avenue, Detroit, Michigan. 

May 12, 1951 — Maryann Leighton to Mr. Russell Cameron in Lowell, Massa- 
chusetts. 

May 26, 1951 — Joanne Fitz to Mr. Rollin Beach Burton, Jr. in Bloomfield, 
New Jersey. Mrs. Stanley F. Taylor (Virginia Fitz), of Wakefield, Massachu- 
setts, was her sister’s matron of honor. 

June 16, 1951 — Jewel Currier to Mr. Warren Earle Jackson, Lieutenant, 
junior grade, United States Navy, in Newburyport, Massachusetts. 
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June 23, 1951 — Sandra Eager to Mr. Donald B. Methven at Fort Bliss, 
Texas. Mr. Methven is serving in the United States Army. They will be at 
home at Apartment #5, 521 West Missouri Street, El Paso, Texas. Ann Wild was 
maid of honor and Beverly Fletcher, class of 1949, also attended the wedding. 

June 28, 1951 — Nancy Baker to Mr. Stephen William Yeitch, Lieutenant, 
United States Air Force, in Pasadena, California. 

Hannah M. Powell to Mr. Richard Morgan Jones. At home at Apartment 
#12, Schall Apartments, Boyd Drive, Sharon, Pennsylvania. 

Births 

A son, Daniel O’Dea, to Mr. and Mrs. L. Rodger Currie (Patricia O’Dea) 
on April 4, 1951 in Baltimore, Maryland. 

A son, Alan Bradford, to Mr. and Mrs. William Hanford Curtiss, Jr. 
(Jean MacGay) on May 11, 1951, in Stamford, Connecticut. Mr. and Mrs. 
Curtiss and their elder son, William Hanford Curtiss 3rd, better known as 
“Tony,” make their home in Darien, Connecticut. 

A daughter, Dorothy Scott, to Mr. and Mrs. Robert Phinney (Sally Gerber) 
on May 19, 1951. The Phinneys reside in Gary, Indiana. 

A daughter, Linda, to Mr. and Mrs. Robert N. Cleverdon (Margery 
Guimaraes) on May 28, 1951. Mr. and Mrs. Cleverdon are living in East 
Natick, Massachusetts. 

A daughter to Mr. and Mrs. Robert Habicht (Helen Robertson) on June 
6, 1951. 

A daughter, Juliet, to Mr. and Mrs. C. E. Phillips (Kathleen Beever) of 
Northwich, Cheshire, England, on June 8, 1951. Before her marriage Mrs. 
Phillips was a member of the Rogers Hall faculty. 

Mr. and Mrs. Benjamin Hodge Bacon (Eugenia Young) of Ansonia, Con- 
necticut, have adopted a ten-weeks old baby, Jonathan Clark Bacon. 

Deaths 

Catherine Richards Horne of Catasauqua, Pennsylvania. 

Mrs. Elmer L. Felker (Marion Douglas) of Tucson, Arizona. 

General 

Mrs. Henry S. Burlington (Charlotte McDowell), class of 1939, of Detroit, 
Michigan, writes that this has been a big year for the Burlingtons — a new car, 
new home, new furniture and new baby. Charlotte has been working part time 
also, setting up a new office and training a nurse and secretary to take over 
the running of it for one of the doctors with whom she formerly worked. She 
says that one has to be “a bit of a nut” to want to work in a Pediatrician’s office. 

Mary (Agler) Rice, 1944, also writes that she went to see Virginia (Woodall) 
McPike in Detroit and that Virginia’s little daughter, who is now six years old, 
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is the “spitting image” of Ginny. Mary spent ten weeks in Europe with her 
mother last summer, travelling in every country except Norway, Sweden, Den- 
mark, and Spain. 

Sue Abbott, New Hampshire State University, 1953, has been Social Chair- 
man of her dormitory. This summer she will be a councillor at the Aquatic 
School, Wabasso, New Hampshire, where Sandy Eager was last summer. 

Pat Keegan, Wheaton, 1953, has been made Assistant Editor of the college 
newspaper. This summer she will be in England as a member of the Experiment 
in International Living. 

Joan Melanson, of the class of 1949, has been President of the Golf Club 
at Bradford Junior College this year. 

It was with great sadness that we learned of the sudden death of Mr. 
Simeon Cozad, father of June (Cozad) Turton. The sense of loss will be felt 
not only by the members of his parish of All Souls Church, but by the entire 
community of Lowell as well. June came to Lowell for the funeral, but was 
unable to stay with her mother as long as she had hoped, because the illness 
of one of her children necessitated her return to her home in Phoenix, Arizona. 

An announcement has come from Swarthmore College that Barbara (Rusty) 
Smith, Swarthmore 1952, has won a prize for directing the winning one-act 
play in an annual contest for student-written dramas. Rusty is majoring in 
English literature. Her extracurricular activities include The Little Theatre 
Club, of which she is President, and the college musical productions. 

Harriet (Casey) Callaway, President of the class of 1950, has been elected 
Vice-President of the Sophomore Class at Connecticut College. 

Another Rogers Hall graduate who has been elected to office in college is 
Bettj^ Lou Wise, Wheaton 1951. Betty Lou has been made President of Student 
Government. 

Mrs. John Richards (Isabel Farrington) is living in Seattle, where her 
husband is a member of the faculty of the University of Washington. 

A letter from Mrs. Morgan MacDonald (Ruth Greene), 1915, from Port 
Washington, New York, tells us that her son, Timothy, has married Susannah 
Smith, daughter of Mrs. William W. Smith, Jr. (Elizabeth Clifford), of the 
class of 1921, of West Medford, Massachusetts. 

Joanne (Fitz) Burton, class of 1941, wrote before her marriage that she 
had discovered two Rogers Hall girls were working for the same advertising 
firm, Batten, Barton, Durstine and Osborn, Inc. in New York, with which 
she has been associated for some time. They are Margery Fowler, ’37, and 
Barbara Beard, ’46. Jo has been living with Polly Kitching, also of the class 
of 1941. So Rogers Hall has been very well represented. 

It was with much regret that Mrs. MacGay announced at Class Day that 
our very efficient and much beloved nurse, Mrs. Pauline Leonard, who has been 
at Rogers Hall for the past four years, has resigned. She has left to take a 
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position at the New England Baptist Hospital in Boston. We all wish her the 
best of luck, but we shall miss her very much. 

Ann Edge, 1947, was graduated from Wellesley College in June. Cynthia 
Kellogg, also of the class of ’47, received her degree from Smith College. Two 
other members of that class who completed their courses this June were Betsy 
Herrick and Emily Palmer. Betsy graduated from Wheelock and Emily from 
Sophie Newcomb. 

Three members of the class of 1949, Joan Melanson, Martha Mitchell and 
Anne Russell, were in this year’s graduating class at Bradford Junior College. 
Judy O’Brien, who was president of the class of ’49 at Rogers Hall, graduated 
from Bennett Junior College in June. Pauline Jones and Anne Veghte were 
members of the graduating class at Marjorie Webster. 

Margarita Filer, ’50, is to study this summer at a special session of the 
University of Birmingham held during the Festival year at Stratford-upon-Avon. 
While in England, she hopes to see Mrs. Kathleen Beever Phillips. 

Josephine Bishop, ’47, will also travel in Europe this summer and will visit 
her roommate, Ellen Daniloff, in Versailles. 

It was a great pleasure for Mrs. MacGay and the entire school to welcome 
Mrs. Frances Jones, formerly Alumnae Secretary, back to Rogers Hall for Com- 
mencement. Mrs. Jones resigned last summer to return to her home in Kansas 
City^, Missouri. It seemed like old times to have her at school and we hope that 
she will plan to make it an annual visit. 
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Courier-Citizen Company 

Printers and Lithographers 

* 


• 

Sales Offices \ 

Plants 

Lowell, Mass. ! 

Lowell, Mass. 

Boston, Mass. 

New York, N. Y. 

Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Chicago, III. 

Chicago, III. 

j • 

Hartford, Conn. ; 

i 
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Your Neighbors Know — 

Ask them about Wilson's better fuels 
and better heating service. 

• 

E. A. WILSON CO. 

700 Broadway Sun Building 

Dial 6S28 Dial 2-3891 

JEDDO COAL NEW ENGLAND COKE 

RED SPOT COAL 

FUEL OIL — RANGE OIL 

READY MIXED CONCRETE — BUILDING MATERIAL 

COMPLETE AUTOMATIC HEATING SERVICE 

with 

DELCO OIL BURNERS 

DELCO BOILER-BURNER UNITS 

CARRIER AIR CONDITIONING 

STOKOL COAL STOKERS 

(Anthracite or Bituminous) 
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Brockelman Brothers , Inc. 

E\(ew England’’ s dreading 
Food cJ Merchants 
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For a fresh outlook on 
the "NEWS" of the 
world, visitour .... 


JUNIOR SHOP 

on the SECOND FLOOR 


THE BON MARCHE 

LOWELL, MASS. 


E. C. Pearson Painting Co., Inc. 

Interior Decorators and Painting Contractors 

IMPORTED and DOMESTIC PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 
WALLPAPERS AND ENAMELS 

90 HAMPSHIRE STREET LOWELL, MASS. 
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Mms& <£ fBeaCd, 3nc. 


“Say it with Flowers’’’ 


FLOWERS TELEGRAPHED TO ALL PARTS OF THE 
UNITED STATES AND CANADA 

66 Merrimack Street 

LOWELL, MASS. 



fowell s fargest Furniture House 

Established 1886 


FIVE FLOORS OF FURNITURE 

65,000 Square Feet of Display Space 19 Departments 63 Years of Experience 
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Dependable Insurance 
Since 1865 

FRED. C. CHURCH & CO. 

53 CENTRAL STREET, LOWELL 
89 BROAD STREET, BOSTON 

Telephone Lowell 6838 


McKEEN STUDIO 


Your Portrait Photographed for 
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Negatives are filed and reorders may be made at any time 


66 MERRIMACK STREET 


HAVERHILL, MASS. 
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and cJdion 

EDITOR 

Louise Lee 

ART EDITOR . 

Betsey Lamb 

1 ADVISOR 


STAFF 

Marcia Clifton 

Kitty Duane 

Feather Fairbanks 

Ann Kirby 

Ingrid Petersen 

Dorothy W inship 



GIFTS 

SPINDLE CITY CRAFT CENTER 

31 2 Hildreth Bldg. 45 Merrimack St 

Lowell, Mass. 

$1 .00 and under $1.00 and over 
UNUSUAL - INTERESTING 
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Compliments oj 

OSTERMAN COAL COMPANY 


Pollards’ 


X 
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Merrimack 
Dial 6561 

Middlesex 

2-2881 


SUNSHINE LAUNDRY 
95 BRIDGE ST. 


A SERVICE FOR EVERY NEED 


Compliments of 


LORING'S STUDIO 

175 Central Street 
Lowell 


AMALIA 

TREE SURGEONS, Inc. 

Specialists in all phases of tree care. 

Manchester, Massachusetts 
Telephone 300 



One hundred and ten years a prescription store 

F. and E. BAILEY & CO. 

J. E. O’Brien, Registered Pharmacist, Mgr 
Prescription Specialists 

19 Merrimack St. 19 John St. 

Lowell, Mass. 


FIDELITY BANK & BANKING CO. 

40 CENTRAL ST. 

Save money with us. Interest 2% 

If you need money we will loan to you 

Member of Federal Deposit Insurance 
Corporation 
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Qherry & PFt ^bb's 


-LOWELL- 


The House of FASHIONS THAT PLEASE 


WOOD ABBOTT CO. 

ESTABLISHED 1872 

‘Diamond tdMerchants and Jewelers 

135 CENTRAL STREET LOWELL, MASS. 


DIAL 8301 

BENNETT HARDWARE CO. 

Paints, Plumbing, Heating, 

Farm Supplies 


269 DUTTON ST. DIVISION OF 

LOWELL, MASS. McKITTRICK HARDWARE CO. 


Compliments of 

JANE TOOHER SPORT CLOTHES, INC. 

7 1 1 Boylston Street 
Boston 1 6, Mass. 

Official Outfitter for ROGERS HALL 
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Compliments of 

LOWELL’S OLDEST FOOD STORE 

T. A. Whelan 

312 Central Street 


Compliments op 


C. H. HOBSON & SON 


Unusual Gifts of All Kinds at Prices to Fit Any Purse 

PRINCE-COTTER 

fewelers 

DIAMOND and GIFT SPECIALISTS 

CLASS PINS, RINGS and NOVELTIES 104 MERRIMACK STREET 

Heating & Cooling Equipment 
— Fuels — 

D. T. SULLIVAN CO. 

15 Prescott St. Tel. 6873 
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FINEST OF SEA FOOD 

IN SEASON 


c ‘ For Your Health' s Sake , Eat 

Compliments of 

More Fish” 

W. J. HOARE 

Tel. 2-3571 461 Lawrence St. 

Dr. Boyden Pillsbury 


Qharles T, Marsden 

Electrical Contractor 

Compliments of 

Experts in Electrical Illumination 

DR. WM. R. PEPIN 

Specializing in Electric Light 
and Power Installation 


Telephone 2-6653 


21 Chester St. Lowell, Mass. 

DILLON 

We enjoy serving you! 

for 

YELLOW CAB CO. 

uC Bonded Qleaning ” 

Dial 8777 

EAST MERRIMACK ST. 

At the Railroad Station 


Lowell, Massachusetts 


CAMERAS FILMS 

24 Hour Developing Service 

Compliments of 

MALOOF'S 


Fountain Pens 

Lv J I /C/// Ci/ 

Greeting Cards 


1 1 Central Street Lowell, Mass. 
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THOMPSON’S SKI CABIN 


254 Merrimack Street 


Compliments of 

DR. W. E. PORTER 

Optometrist 



Compliments 

Compliments 

of 

of 

GAUMONT BROTHERS 

JOHN VLAHOS 

Lowell’s Leading Radio and Television Store 

Wholesale Fruit Dealer 

338 MERRIMACK ST. 


Opp. City Hall 


Greeting cards for all members of the 
family for all seasons of the year. 

/I fi 

PHOTO FINISHING 


• 

DONALDSON'S 


LOWELL, MASS. 


"On the Sunny Side of Merrimack St." 

STATIONERS 


GIFT SHOP— TOY SHOP 

Compliments of 

Typewriters For Sale and For Rent 

a friend 

G. C. PRINCE & SON 

INC. 


108 MERRIMACK ST. 

m s. 
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THE BARROWS TRAVEL 
SERVICE, INC. 

MAIN OFFICE 

62 CENTRAL STREET 

LOWELL, MASS. 

Tel. 9319 

DERBY ELECTRIC CO. 

Everything Electrical 

SINCE 1880 

• 

40 MIDDLE ST. 

LOWELL, MASS. 

Compliments of 

BRADT BAKERY, INC. 

BAKERS OF FINE CRACKERS 

SINCE 1833 

Whiting St. Lowell, Mass. 

Compliments of 

NORMAN WEISBERG COMPANY 

Compliments of 

DR. FRANK BRADY 

Compliments 

C. B. COBURN CO. 

Established 1857 

63 MARKET ST. 

• 

Compliments 

of 

American Cleaning Co. 

“Drink More Milk 

for Your Better Health** 
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Robert F. Marden John H. Murphy 

(1917- 1935) 

Marden & Murphy 

J. Vincent Murphy 

Commercial Specialists 

REAL ESTATE IN ALL ITS BRANCHES 

40 Central Street 
LOWELL, MASS. 

CERTIFIED PUBLIC APPRAISERS 


BIRD 

HcFONteT 

products 



Established 1898 Telephone 2-4771 


Douglas & Company, Inc. 

SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE 
and METAL 


ROOFING 

CORNICE and SKYLIGHT WORK 
u Approved Bird Roofer” 

147 Rock Street Lowell, Mass. 


Trudy Hall Juniors 

compliments 

of 

Kay Dunhill Dresses 
Dobbs Hats 

EXCLUSIVELY AT 

MACARTNEY’S 

HARVEY, HARVEY, and 
WALSH 


5d1, 


punters 

R°g ers Hall Sck ool 

Lowell, ^Massachusetts 
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IMAGES I-IV 

I Alone like an empty house she stands, 

The beach, which one short month ago was filled. 

The sea is cold and lonely now, 

An d laughter that once echoed there is stilled. 

Autumn has come to spread her beauty ’round; 

Trees splashed with color make the country bright, 

But by the sea there is no sound 
Save for the crashing of the waves into the 
night. > 

II And soon the snow will cover up the lawns, 

But still my sea will stand apart. 

For though the winter comes around, 

The sea remains unchanging in my heart. 

The ice may still the quiet river, 

But nought can stop the crying, roaring sea. 

This earth can have its cold forever, 

I yet shall long for summer and the sea. 

III When Spring comes through, 

And all the world’s awake, 

You’ll find the sea is blue 
And placid, as a crystal lake. 

As leaves unfold, the ground thaws out, 

The days grow long and warm 

And now the sea has calmed and ceased to shout, 

For it’s no longer stirred by storm. 

IV When at last the Summer does arrive, 

My ocean seems to know, and to rejoice; 

And all the swells and billows come alive, 

And every mighty wave regains its voice. 

But I alone of all who see my ocean 
Adore its every changing tide and motion. 

For there is nothing I love more 

Than my great ocean with its endless share. 

Roberta Fielding, ’52 



Have yon ever walked along the sea in winter? 

Gone is all the summer warmth, the radiance of the sun, 

And friendly people basking in the golden light. 

The show of happy children playing in the sand 
While bathers swim and ride the waves to share 
Is but a haunting memory. 

Instead one finds the cold and biting air, 

More stinging, sharp, and salty to the taste. 

The wind, once gentle, blows with gale-like force. 

The surf is still a pounding as in the summer days, 

But now it seems relentless, full of might and power, 

A cruel force that cares not whom it hurts, 

Pounding, pounding with a never-ending fury 
Upon the sands, now cold and clammy underfoot! 

I’ve walked alone on beaches bleak and vacant, 

And have felt the surging power of angry seas 
Re-echoed in the throbbing of my heart. 

Nancy Gray, ’53 


WINTER BY THE SEA 
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THE QUESTION 

Is man going back to the primitive state he started from? Someone 
suggested this to me a short while ago, and I was amazed at such an idea! 
Yet, after a great deal of contemplation I am convinced to agree with him, 
though in moderation. I am particularly aware of this happening in art. And 
a primary example of this is the Cathedral of Europe. 

In Medieval times, during the Renaissance, when the world awoke out 
of the Dark Ages, man built his life around God. No matter what he did, it 
was always for the honour and glory of God. All over the civilized world, 
man built places of worship to his Creator. These magnificent Cathedrals were 
not built overnight. It took not only one man’s life, but the lives of his sons 
and grandsons, and so on, down through posterity. These temples had to be 
perfect. They were done painstakingly and patiently. Every small detail was 
included. Nothing was left out. And only one goal was in the minds of these 
men: a beautiful Sanctuary for God. Money was not to be considered. They 
were not paid for their services. They did it for love ; the love of God. 

All this becomes evident today. Those labours bore fruit. The beautiful 
statues about Chartres Cathedral tell the story of the Son of God on earth. 
Saints are immortalized in the stained glass windows. It took centuries of 
toil to carve a meaning out of that stone and glass. St. Mark’s Cathedral in 
Venice is of Byzantian style, with one of the greatest treasures of gold and 
gems in its altar. The walls are of gold mosaic, laid in, piece by piece. 
Michelangelo spent almost his entire lifetime lying on his back, painting the 
walls and ceiling of the magnificent Sistine Chapel, painting in every tiny 
detail so that not one flaw could be found. 

Then man began to advance in other ways besides art. He discovered 
Science. Slowly he worked his way upward in this new field. He became avid 
in his thirst for power. He used his new discoveries to conquer his fellowmen 
and sieze their wealth for himself. This self-confidence grew. He began to 
forget God and love. He built great cities and bridges and machines, and 
no longer built Cathedrals as of old. He became lax. He no longer cared about 
detail. Everything was streamlined and easy. Machines did his work for him. 
When he built a church, (as now and again he remembered to), he just built 
a simple altar and dabbed some paint on the wall to form a rough outline. This 
was his modern approach. A French Impressionist, Henri Matisse, has done 
just this, in the new Dominican Chapel of Venice, in Southern France. It is 
interesting, it is new, and it is dedicated to God. But it lacks the supreme beauty 
of perfection and detail. It has gone back to the beginning: a beginning of 
rough etchings on cave walls, dating from a forgotten Stone Ag e. 

Man is building now for himself not for God. Is it just a phase? Or has 
man reached the peak of his maturity only to fail in his old age? 

Beverly Cooke, ’52 
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SPLINTERS 



ON MEETING A BLIND DATE 

Will he be tall? 

Dare I wear heels? 

(What a name-^- 
J. J. Peals!) 

Will he be nice? 

The least bit cute? 

Will he be stout? 

Will his bow tie droop? 
My name is called — 

I eagerly leap — 

Oh! No! . . . Not him?! 

An absolute creep! 


Cynthia Irelan, ’54 


TIRED 
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The morning after the night before, 

’Twas half past eight she slammed the door. 

Climbing the stairs with tired eyes, 

We glanced at her in true surmise. 

With hair askew, ; 

And lipstick too, 

She stumbled forth without much zest, 

In hopes of passing a history test. 

Throughout the day she spent her time, 

With mem’ries of a dance sublime. 

Then she wished she’d gone to bed, 

Early, as her mother said. 

’Stead of staying out so late, 

She could have given up the date. 

When would this awful day be o’er, 

The morning after the night before. 

Cynthia Burrage, ’53 
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ON BEING TALL 


As far back as I can remember, I have always been a little above the 
average h um an being. Now do not misunderstand me; this statement is not 
an expression of self-glorification, it refers merely to the magnitude of my 
physical stature. 

My height is somewhat of a phenomenon since its cause is obscure. Neither 
of my parents is excessively tall. Therefore, the only conceivable explanation 
of my rapid growth is the abundance of vitamin pill samples which my 
pharmacist father fed me. 

Being tall has not been without its advantages for it has brought me 
many personal glories and public recognitions which mere mental perseverance 
could never have won for me. In kindergarten I was chosen Queen of the 
May because my height gave me the most regal appearance of all the five- 
year-olds in the class. All through grade school I stood at the head of the 
gym class line, a position for which only a very few Wheaties eaters cared 
to compete with me, head and shoulders above them all I was. Whenever 
a play was given I was always assured of a part — usually “mother” or “teacher” 
or “grandmother,” but indisputably a part. 

When I finally reached my teens I discovered another “advantage” of 
height. I was told that it commands attention and interest. However, I was 
somewhat disillusioned on this point, for the only people who seemed to 
pay any attention to my stature were not those dashing high school boys 
whom I wished to attract, but my parents’ friends who often stopped me on 
the street to say in their most patronizing tones, “My, my! Aren’t you getting 
to be a big girl! Why I remember you when you were only this high! I’ll 
bet you’re as tall as your mother !” Meanwhile I forced a smile, a very awkward 
smile, and timidly ventured that I was taller than my mother. 

Now that many of my friends who were formerly short have surpassed 
me in height, I have begun to miss the distinction which my stature once 
won for me. I am now a mere five feet, eight and three-quarter inches — a vast 
departure from the six-foot Conover models and the “Long-Stemmed American 
Beauties” of Diamond Horseshoe fame. Perhaps I shall try doing stretching 
exercises and wearing elevated shoes and stovepipe hats in an attempt to 
regain my lost height, and therewith my only claim to fame. 


Kay Wallace, ’52 
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A PLACE 

It was evident to my eyes that the graveyard had been deserted for many 
years. As I wandered slowly among the tall whispering grasses, I could not 
help noticing how old and gray the stones appeared to he. So covered were 
they by weeds and spiders that I could not read a single epitaph — the inscriptions 
had sunk like weights into the rock. In addition, some stones had broken off 
and had been left alone upon the ground. I knew no human had trespassed 
here . . . the place was completely undisturbed — I was a stranger to each cross. 


Mercy Haskell, ’52 
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BALLERINA 

The setting is somewhere in the country of northern France. It is twilight 
of a summer evening. The action is set in the drawing room of an old Manor 
House. The room is completely furnished in Louis XYI style furniture. On 
one wall there is a painting of a young ballerina in dance costume. On the 
back wall there are French doors looking onto a terrace. 

As the curtain rises, three people are seated in the room. Jacques, an 
elderly man, Madame Beauvelais, a woman in her early fifties, and Henry, 
a young American in his twenties. On Henry’s left cheek there is a long 
jagged scar. The three people remain in their chairs. After a few seconds 
Jacques stirs restlessly in his chair. The other two look at him. A clock strikes 
six. Henry gets up and goes to the window. 

Henry: Lisa would have liked this evening. It is so perfect. 

(Self-consciously he covers his scar with his hand.) 

Jacques: Yes. 

(He goes to Henry). 

The sunset is so delicate, and beautiful. It is just like her dancing. 

(The two men stand silently looking out of the window. Mme. Beauvelais 
picks up a small figurine of a ballet dancer.) 

Madame: She loved to dance. She hated to have anyone stop her. 

Henry: Meaning me? 

(He whirls around angrily) 

Is it my fault I wanted her to stay home? 

Madame: Not you in particular. I was just thinking. 




u 

Jacques: My son, no one blames you. It was no one’s fault. She would have 

gone sooner or later anyway. 

(Henry turns away and crosses the stage.) 

Henry: If only I hadn’t said something that night; I might have stopped her. 
Jacques: No, Henry. Stop thinking about it. You can’t go back and prevent 
what happened. 

Madame: No, one can’t go back. It’s too bad. 

Henry (shouting) : Stop it, both of you, You sound as though she’s dead. 

(to himself) — 

It might be better though. 

Jacques: No, my boy, don’t say that. 

Henry: At least I’d know where she is. That at least would be better than this 
uncertainty. 

(They look around the room trying to avoid each other’s eyes.) 

Henry: I’m going for a walk. 

(He goes out through the French doors and on to the terrace, pauses, then 
disappears. Jacques goes back to his chair, shakes his head and sits down. 
Madame gets up and goes over to look at the clock.) 

Jacques: He is too self-conscious of his scar. 

Madame It’s a bitter contrast to Lisa’s love of perfection. 

(They shake their heads in agreement.) 

Madame: Come, let us go see about dinner. 

(They go out the door. The room darkens. Henry comes in from the other 
side of the stage. He is carrying a suitcase. He sets it down by the door. He 
sits down in one of the chairs.) 

Henry: Perhaps I should have been more tolerant of her dancing. Is that 
why she left? Or has my scar made me so disfigured and ugly that her love 
of beauty and perfection won out and she couldn’t bear to look at me. Perhaps 
if I left she might come back. Perhaps — Perhaps. 

(He goes over to the window and looks out. He hears a car going by. 
He starts with delight.) 

Lisa — maybe Lisa has come back — 

(It kept on going.) 

Off stage Jacques calls him. He turns around, pauses then goes quickly 
to his suitcase, picks it up and goes to the terrace. He pauses, turns around, 
i sets down his suitcase, goes over to the table picks up the figurine ballerina — 

says softly, 

“Good-bye, Lisa.” 

He goes to the French doors, picks up his suitcase and walks out 

(Curtain) 

Nancy Habvey, ’52 
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MY WEST 

A flat brown prairie land, 

With many cactus green. 

No water, only miles of sand, 

Where bucking bronchos reign supreme. 

Just discomforts — work for all. 

A lonely place, invaded by 
A wolf, whose ever howling call 
Shrieks somberly across the sky. 

The West — my home, 

Where I might roam 
Among its beauty — all alone. 

Lillian Kennedy, ’52 


LOST 

Across the lake the 
shadows steal ; 

A lone canoe glides 
smoothly by. 

Guided by a brilliant 
light, 

Now lost among the 
shadows deep. 


Virginia Miner, ’52 
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SNOW 

Gently falling, 

Slowly drifting, 

Snow . . . 

Glistening stars, 

Fiery diamonds, 

Snow . . . 

Weighting trees, 

Covering streams, 

Snow . . . 

Far and near, 

Deep and still, 

Snow . . . 

Crisp and sparkling, 

Starched and new, 

Snow . . . 

Gently falling, 

Slowly drifting, 

Snow . . . 

Merciless, cruel, 

Unyielding, fierce, 

Snow . . . 

Whipping hushes, 

Beating trees, 

Snow . . . 

Cutting and sharp, 

Savagely furious, 

Snow . . . 

Wild, unrestrained, 

Blinding the world, 

Snow . . . 

Madly whirling, 

Insanely dancing, 

Snow . . . 

Merciless . . . cruel . . . 

Unyielding . . . fierce . . . 
Snow . . . 




Anne Wellesley Howes, ’54 


THE SNOWFLAKE 


A lacy doily 

Crocheted with silvery hair 

Is tossed like a fragile nothingness 
Gently through wintry air. 

Cynthia Irelan, ’54 
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UPON WALKING THROUGH A WINTER’S NIGHT 

The stars shown bright above 
This cold and moonlit night. 

I gazed into the blue — 

And saw a glorious sight. 

The black clouds scudded by, 

The moon was cased in gold. 

The world was very still. 

The night was growing old. 


Jean Holt, ’52 




CHORAL FOR WINTER 
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The barren branches jut piercingly out 

And chimneys loom, with black birds huddled ’bout. 

At night with moonlight shining down, 

The whitened blanket lights the weary way of a traveler. 
Black and white, 

This winter stage. 

He looks up, through glistening trees, to see 
The star-filled sky, a studded crown. 

But day again brings a charcoal tone 

And the worn one walks bleakly on . . . Alone. 

Jean McIlwraith, ’52 




BUSS 

The stars are crystals of ice tonight, 

The moon is nearly full. 

A steeple stands against the sky. 

And two beings walk . . . Winter and I. 

Mercy Haskell, ’52 




AMONG THE SHADOWS 

Among the shadows in the night 
A bunny darts as if in fright, 

The icy trail of a new born moon 
Glimmers down like a silver spoon, 
Costal snow lies cold and still, 

While some fox bellows on a distant hill. 
Nature acted like a band . . . 

Winter is king in this wonderland. 


Marguerite Steen, ’52 
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NIGHTMARE 


We’d had a lovely evening at Ravinia. Ormandy had conducted and 
now, as we sat munching schnecken in the kitchen, we absentmindedly hummed 
the themes running through our heads and laughed a great deal. It was a 
beautiful evening and a big, full moon shone over the lake, making everything 
peaceful and secure. Finally, after eating all he could hold at the moment, 
Dick left, and I went upstairs. 

Singing happily to myself I wandered through to the boys’ bathroom in 
search of some toothpaste, and it was on my way back again that I heard the 
noise. Could there be footsteps on the gravel? Surely not at this hour! The 
guest room was pitch black and I could see only the street light far away 
at the end of the drive. Then I heard voices and headlights shone on the house. 
Panic surged in my breast and I was paralyzed with fright! Mother was in 
New York City and Agda, our Swedish maid, was probably snoring in her 
room with her lights on and the radio blaring. And wasn’t it only two nights 
ago that the house next door had been robbed? Oh, if only Dick hadn’t gone! 

My feet, quite apart from the rest of me, I thought, marched to the back- 
hall phone. Clumsily I dialed. The policeman who answered sounded bored 
with routine, but I was somehow able to tell him what was happening. 

He told me to hang on and look again. This time I saw the legs of a 
man in the headlights’ glare, and without waiting to see any more I hurriedly 
reported to the officer on the other end of the line. He radioed a squad car 
and told me to hang on again until it came. Then suddenly the car drove out. 
But it didn’t get far, for the red dome of the squad car caught it right at 
the end of our drive. The officer on the phone told me to turn on the lights 
and go down and let them in. Then he hung up. 

Horrible thoughts went through my head again. I could see visions of a 
man left behind who, with club in hand, would bludgeon me to death as I 
walked down the stairs, then escape by the beach carrying the family silver. 
The house was like a crypt. Stealthily I turned on the burglar light and the 
whole house blazed in sudden glory. They were outside now, so, resigned to 
my fate I courageously opened the door. There, between two policemen who 
were leading him towards the house, was, of all people in the world, Dick! 
I just stood. 

It seemed that I had given him a photograph of me, 8 x 10, earlier in 
the evening and when he’d gotten into the car, he’d dropped it. He’d come 
back, found it, and was just on his way out again when the police met him. 
They’d recognized me in the picture, so after a good laugh, they said, “Good- 
night,” and departed. 

Dick was amazed. I bawled him out soundly, and after some more schnecken 
he went home. Oh yes, and those voices I’d heard: that was just his radio, 

the big goof. Beverly Cooke, ’52 
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NOCTURNE IN A GRAVEYARD 

Somber, silent, left alone, 

A lucid shadow reflects a stone. 

Earth lies beneath, warm on one’s arms 
Except to her cold, her bloody palms. 

Dense fogs roll in, as if to hide 

That hated stone from those . . . who’ve died. 

The stone is there; it marks no name. 

We wish her dead. 

We feel the dread of meeting her. 

Why for? 

She sickens me. 

Her name — it’s “War.” 


Mercy Haskell, ’52 




THE FIVE SENSES 


I feel 

Commiseration for the unfortunate poor, 
Pity for the abject rich, 

Love for God who goes before. 

I smell 

The refreshing coolness after the rain, 
The sweet dampness of the grass, 
beneath my feet, 

The smoke ’round a fleeting train. 

I taste 

The salty air near a stormy sea, 

The winter snow upon my face, 

The morning dew of a fruitful tree. 

I hear 

A twittering bird in unknown flight, 

The patter of passing feet, 

The word of God, jurisdiction of right. 

Above all, I see 
The struggle, the strife, 

The beauty of the land, 

All this, my life. 


Cynthia Burrage, ’53 
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THE STRANGE LOVER 

The old lady had just finished getting dressed and took one last look 
in the mirror. She wore a black wool dress and through the belt was a bright 
red scarf which she had gotten the day before. Around her neck was a beautiful 
gold bead necklace and matching earrings were clipped on her ears. Her snow 
white hair was neatly curled leaving a soft line about her face. Her sweet 
wrinkled face was beaming and her eyes sparkled. Her lips had just a trace 
of pink about them and for a last touch she added perfume. 

A letter lay open upon her dresser. She picked it up and read it for 
what seemed to be the sixteenth time. It said: 

. “Dear Mom, 

If everything goes right, I’ll be home for Christmas. I can t wait 

to taste one of your meals again. 

Your loving son, 

David” 

She folded the letter and tucked it in her mirror. 

Then she went into the small living room where a table was set for two. 
A fresh white cloth covered the table; two red candles and a few sprigs of 
holly made an appropriate center piece. Next to the window was a Christmas 
tree. It wasn’t too big and yet it beamed with spirit. Tinsel, colored balls, 
and lights made up the usual decorations, but in the branches was a small 
package gaily wrapped with red and green ribbon. On the card was written: 
To David with all love. 

The little old woman flitted about straightening the decorations, fixing 
the package, and for a last touch plugged the lights in. The tree gave off a 
splendid glow and made the woman even more happy. Over the mantel piece 
were more sprigs of holly and spruce and over the doorway was ... a piece of 
mistletoe. 

She laughed when she looked at it again and remembered how David 
used to kid her about always hanging up a piece every Christmas. She would 
say that she wanted to be sure her only son would kiss her. 

Now, this day, after four long years, he would be with her. again. In 
all that time she had received only a few cold letters from him and she was 
never able to answer them for they had been mailed from different places 
with no return address on them. She wondered if he had changed much; if 
he was still as handsome as ever; and if he walked with that same loping gait, 
always with one hand in his pocket as if keeping safe some valuable treasure. 

She looked at the time. It was close to two and he would be here soon. 
Outside could be heard the faint notes to “The First Noel” and a few flakes 
of snow fell gently to the ground. From the kitchen came the aroma of freshly 
baked pie and turkey. She lighted the candles and placed the food on the 
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table. When he came he would surely be hungry. It was nearly three-thirty 
now. She went to the window to see if she could see him coming down the 
street. No, he was nowhere in sight. 

It was beginning to get dark. The first shadows of dusk had fallen. 
Sitting down by the fireplace, she noticed last evening’s paper untouched on 
the stand beside the chair. She had been so busy she had forgotten to read it. 
On opening it up the headlines came to her like a rocket. They read: “Four 
escape from State Prison. Dan Bendoski, Shorty Shapiro, Mike Schuatz, and 
Dave Ryan make break.” 

Dave Ryan, a prisoner ? Her David ? It couldn ’t be true ! Her head dropped 
in her lap and life seemed to have left her. 

The candles were low now, and the food was cold, the Christmas tree 
lights were the only other means of light. A snow storm was beginning outside. 
Suddenly the little package "in the tree gently slipped to the floor knocking 
off a few pine needles which trickled after it, and the little old woman sat 
motionless. 

Judy Streeter, ’52 


THE HILL 

What a wonderful feeling. I' was young and it was Spring. 

The hill rose before me, gleaming invitingly in the sunlight. Under my 
bare feet the cool green grass felt better than the richest velvet in the world. 
Suddenly I wanted to run forever. 

Up the hill I went, my braids streaming behind me in the wind, my 
skirt around my knees. The wind blew in my face and I kissed it. 

Then I reached the top and there was nothing above me but the wide 
sky. Several tiny cotton-puff clouds were whipping over me, playing tag. 
I raced after them but they were gone. Below, the town lay serene in the 
warm May sun. The steeple of the white church over by the river shone like 
silver and I could see all the trees spread out like a lacy cloth beneath me, 
with their pale green half-opened leaves. 

Looking out, I could see for miles, and everything was warm and peaceful 
like my hill. I threw myself down on the soft grass, hugging the hill. Rolling 
over I could lie and look up at the over sky where huge dragons and dogs 
and even flowers appeared as the clouds changed form. 

Too soon the sun began to cool her ardor for the earth and I realized 
that it was only the first of May. What would Mama say if she saw me lying 
in the damp grass — and barefoot too? 


t 


Roberta Fielding, ’52 
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MY BROTHER 

People write poems about dogs and cats. 

About buying coats and shoes and hats, 

But has anyone ever told ’bout a brother — 

Well, I’m going to be diff ’rent or something 
or other ! 

My brother’s eleven, (that difficult age) ; 

When I’m doing my homework he draws on the page, 

I play the piano and he dances a jig, 

He’ll embarrass me by putting on some awful ol’ rig. 
When I’m writing a poem (as I’m doing this minute), 

He laughs and he ridicules every thing in it. 

He says it’s too short or too fat or too long, 

I try to ignore him, but the whole thing goes wrong. 

He snatches my pen and runs through the house 
And when I run after, he lets out his mouse ! 

I, of course, screech, and jump on a chair ! 

That brother of mine really gets in my hair! 

Well, speak of the his footsteps I hear. 

Get away ! Get away ! Get away from here — 

What’s he got in his hand — my book or my toyf 
No — ! He’s got me a present! 0 ! the dear, dear boy! 

Cornelia Thompson, ’54 


SEVENTEEN THOUGHTS FOREWARD 


Here am I, 

In the seventeenth year 
Knowing sorrow, joy and fear. 

Watching lucid days go by 
Like every man, 

Here am I. 

Dorothy Fowler, ’52 




KIN 

Beneath this headstone four men lie. 

These youths were all afraid to die. 

The Indians came, these brothers ran, 

The settlement left without one man. 

To the great dry desert God watched them ride 
And in this desert He saw that they died ! 

Murney Tyler, ’52 




I SEARCHED . . . 

I searched for beauty, 

And found it 

In the majesty of mountains, 

The sweetness of flowers, 

The delicacy of fountains. 

I searched for strength 
And found it 
In the deepness of the sea, 

In the greatness of the buildings, 
The staunchness of character 
That makes men free. 


Catherine Welch, ’52 
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THE SUSPICIOUS CHARACTER 

On this beautiful day, what excitement there was: thousands of people 
milling around and in the midst of all this was Janie Sanders, a sophomore 
at State University. Since it was her first date with Bill Maxwell, a senior, 
as well as her first time at the races, she didn’t know quite what to expect. 

The very first thing, a strange looking man in a zoot suit swaggered up 
to them and gave Bill a card with a queer name on it like Applebottom, Hickel- 
gate and Mustardbuster ; however, Janie managed to let that pass by without 
saying a word. Nevertheless, she began to get worried as her date exchanged 
a small package with the man next to him, for the man instantly disappeared. 
Yet she wasn’t really disturbed until she caught Bill making signals with 
a pocket flashlight to a man in the grandstand. Then, feeling extremely weak, 
she decided to get away from him immediately, but it wasn’t to be an easy task. 

To begin with, she said that she had to make a phone call; he said, “Make 
it later.” Next she faltered that she would get herself a hotdog, Whereupon 
he suggested they ought to have lunch (never had she felt worse pains of 
indigestion!) Out on the thoroughfare again she made her last plea which 
was that there was a friend nearby whom she must see right now. Instead, 
he insisted they go and watch the race just beginning. Frantic, she cried 
that she would shout for the police if he didn’t let her leave. 

Poor Bill was completely flustered by this, for he really wanted to make 
a good impression on Janie. He instantly explained that all the strange characters 
were only classmates in disguise, and it had all been previously planned. As 
he explained, a wave of relief surged through Janie, and looking at her 
“criminal” friend, she realized that boys just never grow tired of playing 
Cops and Robbers. 


Sandra Fishman, ’52 
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THE MEMORABLE YESTERDAY 

As I travel back into the past on the wings of yesterday, I see many 
wonderful moments and a few sad ones. They seem to reappear, one by one, 
as I recall them. The warm affection I felt for my imaginary playmate, who 
went on my first pony ride and had a seat to herself at the circus, is a memory 
never to be forgotten. Never could I recapture the feeling of happiness and 
excitement of my first birthday party with the gayly wrapped packages and 
the large pink and white cake. My childhood room with its pink and white 
rosebud wallpaper and small white bed was a great part of me. Indeed, it 
was so much a part of me that I would sit for hours on end, telling my sad 
little tales of how I had been punished, or the reward I had received for 
being good. I would spend hours playing with my stuffed animals, who would 
become anything from soldiers to inhabitants of my zoo. The feeling of 
enchantment was never so strong as when I would sit at my window late at 
night, watching the lights from the town flicker on and off. I imagined that 
all the fairies and queens had escaped from my Fairy Tale book to dance 
for me. These fanciful little scenes of my childhood are like a treasure chest 
full of charms and romances that never could be recaptured. I have weaved 
a web of golden moments around my childhood of captivating and bewitching 
incidents; thus this treasure of happy memories will always have a place in 
my heart. 

Dorothy Fowler, ’52 
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Engagements 

Nancy Davis to Mr, David Alan Bowdoin, Lieutenant, United States Navy, 
of Kennebunk, Maine. 


Marriages 

April 14, 1951 — Anne Wild to Mr. Reginald Hyde Poste in Norwich, Ver- 
mont. At home at 20 Sachem Village, Hanover, New Hampshire. 

June 28, 1951 — Cornelia Howell to Mr. Robert Edward Crabtree in New 
York, New York. 

August 4, 1951 — Judith Shepard to Mr. John Anderson Pidgeon in Man- 
chester, New Hampshire. 

September 8, 1951 — Nancy Schmuck to Robert Wager Keenan in Nauga- 
tuck, Connecticut. 

September 20, 1951 — Joan Melanson to Mr. Chester Eric Chellman, Jr., 
Lieutenant, United States Air Force, in Wolfeboro, New Hampshire. 

October 6. 1951 — Elizabeth Eastman to Mr. Roger Appleton Hall in Salem, 
Massachusetts. 

October 10, 1951 — Jeanne Butman to Mr. Charles F. Keefe in Waltham, 
Massachusetts. At home at 2915% Francis Avenue, Los Angeles, California. 

November 3, 1951 — Grace Reilly to Mr. James Francis Conway, Jr. in 
Lowell, Massachusetts. 

November 30, 1951 — Beverly Fletcher to Mr. Merrill Colvin Comstock, 
Ensign, United States Naval Reserve, in Hillsborough, San Mateo, California. 
At home at 628 Woodstock Road, Hillsborough, San Mateo, California. 

December 8, 1951 — Mary Louise Baron to Mr. Henry Donald Wilson in 
Wellesley Hills, Massachusetts. They will make their home at 4 Niles Park, 
Hartford, Connecticut. 

F ebruary 9, 1952 — Carolyn Comfort Riggs to Mr. Eugene Arthur Bemardin, 
Jr., of Andover, Massachusetts and Rye Beach, New York in Andover, Massa- 
chusetts. Among the bridesmaids were three Rogers Hall alumnae, Judith 
Shepard Pidgeon, Stephanie Winship, and Helen Owen. 

Louise Sargent to Mr. Gerald Evans Busic in Carmel, California. 

Barbara Bowes to Mr. Robert Earle Durland in Winchester, Massachusetts. 
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A daughter, Christine Beth, to Mr. and Mrs. Frank A. Herle (Barbara 
Huyssoon) on May 20, 1951 in Dumont, New Jersey. 

A daughter, Claire Means, to Mr. and Mrs. Andre C. Reggio (Elizabeth 
Dowse) on July 8, 1951. 

A daughter, Linda Gail, to Mr. and Mrs. William Christison (Katharine 
Talbot) on July 9, 1951. 

A daughter, Carol Nord, to Mr. and Mrs. Donald W. Haggerty (Mary 
Carol Nord) on July 21, 1951. 

A son, Frank Alexander, to Mr. and Mrs. Charles Wilson (Barbara Marden) 
on August 7, 1951. 

Twins, a son, Eobert Hadley, and a daughter, Martha, to Mr. and Mrs. 
Hadley C. Pihl (Carol Brooks) on August 29, 1951. 

A son, James Philip, Jr., to Mr. and Mrs. James Philip Shenfield (Clare 
Thompson) on September 13, 1951. 

A son, James McDowell, to Dr. and Mrs. Henry Stevens Burlington (Char- 
lotte McDowell) on October 22, 1951. 

A daughter, Carolyn Bradford, to Mr. and Mrs. Warren Weaver (Barbara 
Woodall) on November 9, 1951. 

A daughter, Lisa Chase, to Mr. and Mrs. John C. Duryea (Raemary Chase) 
on December 19, 1951. 

A son, Jonathan Roy, to Mr. and Mrs. Thomas B. Price (Judith Ostberg) 
on January 16, 1952. 


General 

A letter from Carol Nord Haggerty tells us that shortly after their 
daughter was born this summer, her husband, Don, was ordered back into 
the Navy. They had just bought a house in Devon, Pennsylvania, near Phila- 
delphia, so of course they were greatly disappointed by the sudden change in 
their life. Luckily, however, since Don is stationed in Key West, Florida, as 
an instructor in the Naval School, they can all be together there. Carol also 
wrote that just before leaving Philadelphia she met Clare Thompson Shenfield 
and was sorry that she had not known sooner that they were living in the 
same vicinity. 

Barbara Bennett, ’44, is supervisor of music at the Moody Junior High 
School in Lowell. She is also studying for her master’s degree in education. 

Mary Jane Mancourt Downing’s daughter has made her debut in opera 
in Milan, Italy, singing under the name of Susanna Mancorti the soprano role 
in Verdi’s “La Forza Del Destino.” Susanna, or Susan Downing as she is 
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known at home in Denver, had sung with the Civic Symphony in 1945, but 
the opera in Italy was, of course, her “big moment.” Her mother and father 
must be very proud. 

Martha Howell Crinnion who is executive secretary of the Albany Traveler ’s 
Aid Society writes that Esther Watrous Couper came to Albany last fall to 
attend the Convocation of the Board of Regents of the University of New York. 

The Office of the Dean of Smith College has announced that, because of 
her high academic standing, the name of Joan Macdonald, Smith ’54, has 
been placed on the Dean’s list. 

From Jewel Currier Jackson’s mother, we learn that Jewel and her husband 
are now living in Charleston, South Carolina. Jewel’s husband is in the Sub- 
marine Service of the United States Navy. Before he entered the service, he 
was an instructor at Tufts. He plans to work for his doctorate when his present 
tour of duty is over. 

Ann Edge, who graduated from Wellesley last June, has a most interesting 
job in England. She is the organizing secretary of the Winant Volunteers in 
London. Her mother and father were in England with Ann last fall and her 
sister, Alice, is to spend three months with her this winter. 

Martha Mitchell also went to Europe this last summer. She writes that 
her mother and she went everywhere and saw everything — an experience that 
she’ll never forget. Martie is now holding down a job with the Aetna Life 
Insurance Company and is living in West Hartford, Connecticut. 

Cynthia Mooberry is working as a model in New York and is rooming 
with Evelyn Davidoff, who recently returned from Paris. 

From Raemary Chase Duryea we learn that Virginia Hamel, ’45, has 
moved to Vergennes, Vermont, where, with her mother, she is living at 25 
High Street. According to Raemary ’s report, “Gini” was hoping to get started 
in the gift shop business. Perhaps she has by now! 

The engagement of Miss Susan K. Dickey to Mr. John Dyckman Dederer 
of Wappingers Falls, New York, was announced shortly after Christmas. Miss 
Dickey has been Physical Education instructor at Rogers Hall for the last 
three years. Mr. Dederer is associated with the International Business Machine 
Company in Poughkeepsie, New York. 

A small reunion of the Class of 1951 took place when four of its members 
came back to Rogers Hall for a week-end in November. We were impressed 
with the fact that Ingrid Petersen wanted to come badly enough to fly all 
the way from Ann Arbor, Michigan, where she is a student at the University 
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of Michigan. Anne Kirby and Sue Ringer, who are at Colby Junior College, 
and Marcia Clifton, now at Wheelock, were no less welcome. It was fun to 
have them. Dorothy Winship, Beverly Watt, Feather Fairbanks, Ruth Bailey, 
Janet Thibault, Dorcas Farrington and Sue Robertson, all members of last 
year’s senior class, have also come back to say “hello.” 

Elizabeth Kennedy, former teacher of secretarial subjects at Rogers Hall, 
is now a member of the faculty of Endicott Junior College in Beverly, Massa- 
chusetts. 

Jean MacGay Curtiss is now living at 1295 Dana Avenue, Palo Alto, 
California. Marianne Robertson MacCuish is another Rogers Hall alumna 
who is also moving soon to California. She will make her home in Burbank. 

Sandy Eager Methven and her husband called on Mrs. MacGay during 
Christmas vacation. Sandy’s husband, now out of the Army, is resuming his 
studies at Bowdoin. So Sandy will be living in Brunswick, Maine. 

The class of 1951 is represented at the following schools and colleges: 

Ruth Bailey at Centenary Junior College; Marcia Clifton at Wheelock 
College ; Feather Fairbanks at Hood College ; Dorcas Farrington and Sue 
Robertson at Pine Manor Junior College; Barbara Ford at Bennett Junior 
College; Anne Kirby and Sue Ringer at Colby Junior College; Judy Kirby 
at Middlebury College; Betsy Lamb at Sarah Lawrence College; Constance 
Lanner at Wheaton College; Louise Lee at Stephens College; Ingrid Petersen 
at the University of Michigan; Anne Reilly at the College of St. Elizabeth; 
Margaret Sellger at Adelphi College; Janet Thibault at Endicott Junior College; 
and Dorothy Winship at Connecticut College. Sally Piper and Beverly Watt 
are attending business schools in the Boston area and Kitty Duane is working 
at the Wilmington Trust Company in Wilmington, Delaware. Phyllis Priest 
is in Phoenix, Arizona with her family. 

Excerpts from Christmas Notes to Mrs. MacGay 

Sally Thomas Godshalk writes, “We are now living in New York and 
love it. But how I miss Boston ! My little girl, Melinda, is now two and quijte 
a lively Miss. She is really keeping me hopping. A future Rogers Hallite!” 

Louise Lee and Ingrid Petersen visited Judy and Anne Kirby at St. 
Jovite, Quebec, Canada during Christmas vacation. “Marvelous skiing,” writes 
Louise, “right in their own back yard!” 

Rosie Breeden Brainers’ charming step-daughter, Janny, is a Freshman 
at Hood College and a good friend of Feather Fairbanks. Rosie writes “Funny 
world, isn’t it?” 


30 


SPLINTERS 


Joan Thomas Deigert has a lovely new home at 6 Bay Tree Lane in Wash- 
ington, D. C. It was designed by her architect husband. 

Mrs. Huyssoon reports that Betty Huyssoon Espinosa has a son four months 
old. The Espinosas live in Venezuela. 

Karen Hansen, a sophomore at Bryn Mawr, hopes to spend her junior 
year abroad, either via the Sweet Briar Plan or on her own. If we know Karen, 
she’ll go under her own steam. 

“You don’t know how thrilled I am that Judy is at Rogers Hall and 
loves it so,” wrote Cindy Kellogg. “It’s next best to being back there myself.” 
Judy, Cindy’s sister is a Junior this year and some athlete! Congratulations, 
Kava! 

Since Christmas it has been announced that both Kirbys have made the 
ski teams of their colleges. Judy is on the Women’s Ski Team of Middlebury 
College and Anne is on Colby Junior College’s first Ski Team. We always 
knew they were good! 
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Courier-Citizen Company 

Printers and Lithographers 



Plants 

Lowell, Mass. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Chicago, III. 


Sales Offices 

Lowell, Mass. 
Boston, Mass. 
New York, N. Y. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Chicago, III. 
Hartford, Conn. 
Philadelphia, Penna. 
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Urockelman brothers , Inc. 

,7\(ew England? s dreading 
Food zdhCerchants 
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Compliments 

Associated Box Corporation 

New Castle, Pennsylvania 

FACTORIES 

East Chicago, Indiana Neueagle, Pennsylvania 

Martins Ferry, Ohio New Castle, Pennsylvania 

Warren, Ohio Delance, New Jersey 

Good Wood Boxes 

“ We don't like Splinters " — in our product 


Brunswick Knitting Yarn Store 

1 Ply Germantown Knitting Worsted 
3 Ply Sweater and Sock Yarn 
All yarns are 100% Virgin Wool 
A Variety of Shades to Choose From 
Mail Orders Promptly Filled 

Samples sent on request 

BRUNSWICK WORSTED MILLS, Inc. 

MOOSUP, CONN. 
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Compliments oj 

OSTERMAN COAL COMPANY 


E. C. Pearson Painting Co., Inc. 

Interior Decorators and Painting Contractors 

IMPORTED and DOMESTIC PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 
WALLPAPERS AND ENAMELS 

90 HAMPSHIRE STREET LOWELL, MASS. 
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Compliments of 

Phyllis Shoe Co., Inc. 

Lowell, Mass. 


Manufacturers of Fine Shoes 
Largest Shoe Factory 
In Lowell 

Phyflex Brand 



The BON 


For a fresh outlook on 
the "NEWS" of the 
world, visit our 

JUNIOR 

SHOP 


on the Second Floor 


MARCHE 

LOWELL, MASS. 
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J^owelT s J^arges t Furniture House 

Established 1886 

★ 

FIVE FLOORS OF FURNITURE 

65,000 Square Feet of Display Space 19 Departments 64 Years of Experience 
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WOOD ABBOTT CO. 

ESTABLISHED 1872 

‘Diamond zJXCer chants and Jewelers 
135 CENTRAL STREET LOWELL, MASS. 


Qherry & fF'ebb's 

-™ L O W E L L — 

The House of FASHIONS THAT PLEASE 


Unusual Gifts of All Kinds at Prices to Fit Any Purse 

PRINCE-COTTER 

fewelers 

DIAMOND and GIFT SPECIALISTS 

CLASS PINS, RINGS and NOVELTIES 104 MERRIMACK STREET 


Heating & Cooling Equipment 
— Fuels — 

D. T. SULLIVAN CO. 

15 Prescott St. Tel. 6873 
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(J3ear 

and oCion 

EDITOR 

ADVISOR . . . . 
STAFF 


. .Murney Tyler 
. .Miss Ramsey 
. .Robbie Fielding 

Sandra Fishman 

Dorothy Fowler 

Jean Mcllwraith 

Ginny Miner 

Kay Wallace 

\ 


Compliments of 

JANE TOOHER SPORT CLOTHES, INC. 

711 Boylston Street 
Boston 16, Mass. 

Official Outfitter for ROGERS HALL 


Merrimack 
Dial 6561 

Middlesex 

2-2881 


SUNSHINE LAUNDRY 
95 BRIDGE ST. 


A SERVICE FOR EVERY NEED 
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Compliments of 

C. H. HOBSON & SON 


Qharles T. Marsden 

Electrical Contractor 

Experts in Electrical Illumination 

Specializing in Electric Light 
and Power Installation 

Telephone 2-6653 

21 Chester St. Lowell, Mass. 


Compliments of 

BRADT BAKERY, INC. 

BAKERS OF FINE CRACKERS 
SINCE 1833 

Whiting St. Lowell, Mass. 



Established 1898 


Telephone 2-4771 


DOUGLAS & COMPANY, INC. 

SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE AND METAL 
ROOFING 

CORNICE AND SKYLIGHT WORK 


"Approved Bird Roofer" 


147 Rock Street Lowell, Mass. 


A. C. Elliott 


FORD SALES 

Compliments 

and 


SERVICE 

of 

Franklin, New Hampshire 


Telephone 401 -W or 401 -R 

Lowell Top Dyeing & Print Works 

Wrecker Service 


Day and Night 
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Compliments of 

Robert F. Marden John H. Murphy 

(1917 - 1935) 

Maiden & Murphy 

J. Vincent Murphy 

Commercial Specialists 

DR. FRANK BRADY 

REAL ESTATE IN ALL ITS BRANCHES 

40 CENTRAL STREET 

LOWELL, MASS. 

CERTIFIED PUBLIC APPRAISERS 

MALOOF STUDIOS 

MACARTNEY'S 

" Every portrait a masterpiece " 

is the place 

GO 

9-1 1 Central Street 

for the brands you 

Tel. 2-1110 

KNOW 

Make your appointment early 

Men's Wear Women's Wear 

Compliments of 

“Drink More Milk 

Dr. Boyden Pillsbury 

for Your Better Health ” 

Compliments 

of 

THE BARROWS TRAVEL 

GAUMONT BROTHERS 

SERVICE, INC. 

MAIN OFFICE 

Lowell’s Leading Radio and Television Store 

62 CENTRAL STREET 

LOWELL, MASS. 

338 MERRIMACK ST. 

Opp. City Hall 

Tel. 9319 
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FINEST OF SEA FOOD 

STATIONERS 

IN SEASON 

GIFT SHOP— TOY SHOP 

“For Your Health's Sake , Eat 

Typewriters For Sale and For Rent 

More Fish" 

W. J. HOARE 

Tel. 2-3571 461 Lawrence St. 

G. C. PRINCE & SON 

INC. 

108 MERRIMACK ST. 

DERBY ELECTRIC CO. 

Everything Electricd 

SINCE 1880 

compliments 

of 

• 

40 MIDDLE ST. 

LOWELL, MASS. 

HARVEY, HARVEY, and 
WALSH 


One hundred and eleven years a prescription store 

DILLON 

F. and E. BAILEY & CO. 

for 

“Bonded Qleaning' 

J. E. O’Brien, Registered Pharmacist, Mgr. 
Prescription Specialists 

EAST MERRIMACK ST. 

79 Merrimack St. 19 John St. 

Lowell, Mass. 

Greeting cards for all members of the 
family for all seasons of the year. 

PHOTO FINISHING 

• 

THOMPSON’S SKI CABIN 

DONALDSON'S 

LOWELL, MASS. 

"On the Sunny Side of Merrimack St." 

254 Merrimack Street 
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ILw&iV \Have a Coke 

KwSby yjgy \ \ \y MX 
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Compliments of 

a friend 

Compliments of 

DR. WM. R. PEPIN 

Compliments 

C. B. COBURN CO. 

Established 1857 

63 MARKET ST. 

Joje/’d 

(X INC., OF LOWELL S 

Compliments 

of 

JOHN VLAHOS 

Wholesale Fruit Dealer 

Compliments 

of 

American Cleaning Co 

■ 

We enjoy serving you! 

YELLOW CAB CO. 

Dial 8777 

At the Railroad Station 

Lowell, Massachusetts 



Lowell, jM. assacliusetts 
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The Staff 




Mercy Haskell, Editor-in-chief 
Virginia Miner, Business Manager 
Murney Tyler, Art Editor 

Mrs. Louise Staten, Alumnae Editor Miss Hildred Ramsay, Faculty Adviser 

LITERARY BOARD 


Cynthia Burrage 
Roberta Fielding 
Cynthia Irelan 


Jean McIlwraith 
Judy Streeter 
Cornelia Thompson 


BUSINESS BOARD 


Cynthia Dadmun 
Elinor Hosmer 
Roberta Johnson 


Lillian Kennedy 
Marguerite Steen 
Kay Wallace 






Dedication 

We, the Senior Class of 1952, wish to dedicate 
our yearbook to Miss Susan Dickey, who lias been 
indeed a true friend to each of us. And we promise 
her that we shall “keep our eyes on the ball, our 
feet on the ground, and our spirit on top.” 


The Qontents 




Editorial 

Senior Class 
Senior Song 
The Class 
The Prophecy 
Informal Sketches 
Senior Supper 

Mad Gination Before Graduation 
or 

Xmas Eve in June 
Class Will 
Undergraduate Song 

Cornelia Thompson 
. .Jean Mclhvraith 

Kay Wallace 

. Marlaine Augustin 

Cynthia Irelan 

Murney Tyler 


Literary 

Biddub-Biddub .... 

Realization 

The Ducks and I . . 
Dreams of Summer 
A Group of Poems 
Light 

School Notes 


Alumnae News 



Vol. 60 Commencement, 1952 No. 2 

Without sounding stereotyped, this should be able to express, in some 
manner or fashion, the feelings of the Seniors of today . . . girls who are to 
make up the world of tomorrow. Here at Rogers Hall we were taught to pick 
up the tools which shaped our lives; wc were allowed to sample and to dig 
into varied interests. As time progressed, and as we matured a bit, we were 
instructed to create a personal plan of our life and of our ambitions. Hence, 
for the first time, it was up to us to think and to act for ourselves. And only 
by so doing could we hope to carry out this command. Thus, an epoch faded, 
and we, the finished result, were produced. By now, one part of us has been 
molded. Accordingly, we must make the first practical application of many 
of the rules and standards observed and learned here. As we were taught a 
portion of living, so must we be capable of teaching others. But we can only 
do this if we are able to know something, to feel something and in the future, 
to be something inside ourselves. But we can feci some assurance. For though 
the tomorrow appears unstable, at least we know that we have been thoroughly 
prepared here to face “life.” Our thanks can be given to Rogers Hall . . * 
Always will we remember our school. 
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Senior Song 

A BACKWARD GLANCE 

As we see Rogers Hall, and for what she stands, 

The thought of departure is real. 

But we know that the goal we must reach in the end, 

We have all just begun now to feel. 

We leave you behind, 

But thoughts will remain 
As we walk life’s curving paths; 

So think of us then, 

As we do now of you, 

And as one we ’ll always be : 

A lasting memory. 

Jean McIlwraith 
Mercy Haskell 


Tune: “You’ll Never Walk Alone.” 


JEAN HOLT 
25 Parkview Avenue 
Bronxville, New York 


Marjorie Webster Junior College 

President of Senior Class 

Ivava Club ; Volleyball Sub, ’52 ; Badminton, ’50, ’52 ; 
Kava Cheerleader, ’50; Dramatic Club, ’52; Christmas 
Pageant, ’50; Senior Play, ’50; Christinas Play, T>2 ; 
Stage Sets for Modern Dance Show, ’52 ; Commence- 
ment Usher, ’50; Room Award, ’50; Chairman <>f 
Senior Prom, ’51. 

11 Streets to the street 




.JEAN PARK McIL WRAITH 
121 Hazelcroft Avenue 
New Castle, Pennsylvania 

Seri itps College 

Vice-President of Senior Class 

Cae Club ; Hockey, ’51, ’52 ; Swimming, ’51, ’52 ; 
Volleyball, ’51, ’52; Badminton, ’52; Basketball Sub, 
’52; Glee Club, ’50, ’51, ’52; Musicale, ’50, ’51; 
Operetta, ’52 ; Dramatics, ’50, ’51, ’52 ; Commence- 
ment Play, ’50, ’51 ; Christmas Pageant, ’50, ’51, ’52 ; 
Christmas Vespers, ’52 ; Spanish Play, ’51, ’52 ; 
•‘Bear and Lion” Staff, ’52 ; “Splinters” Literary 
Board, ’52; Exeter Dance Committee, ’52; Senior 
Prom Committee, ’52 ; Old-New Girl Party Commit- 
tee, ’50 ; Senior Luncheon Committee, ’51 ; Com- 
mencement Usher, ’50 ; Marshal to Mrs. MacGay, 
’51 ; Posture Cup, ’50 ; Rogers Hall Quartette, ’52 ; 
Halloween Party Committee, ’50; Senior Song, ’52; 
H.1I., ’52; Honorable Mention for Poetry Prize, ’52. 

“ There's a divinity which shapes our end.” 
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BEVERLY KATHLEEN COOKE 
141 Sheridan Road 
Winnetka, Illinois 

University of Fribourg , Switzerland 

Kava Club; Hockey Sub, M2; Softball Manager, ’52; 
Glee Club, MO, ’52; Operetta, ’52; Dramatics Club, 
M2 ; French Play, M2 ; Christmas Play, M2 ; Christmas 
i Vespers, 5 49, M2 ; Exeter Dance Committee, M2 ; 
Honorable Mention Music Appreciation, M2. 


“Words, words , words.” 





ROBERTA LOIS FIELDING 
73 Fairmont Street 
Belmont, Massachusetts 

Wellesley College 

Vice-President of Cae Club 

Cae Club ; Hockey 'Sub, M2 ; ^Swimming, M2 ; Basket- 
ball Manager, M2 ; Volleyball, M2, Sub, Ml ; Baseball, ! 
Sub, M2; Glee Club, M2; Operetta, ’52; Modern 
Dance, M2 ; Dramatics Club, Ml, M2 ; Christmas 
Play, M2 ; Commencement Play, Ml ; Spanish Play, 
Ml, ’52; French Play, Ml, M2; “Bear and Lion” 
Staff, M2 ; “Splinters” Literary Board, M2 ; Christmas 
Vespers, M2 ; Senior Luncheon Committee, Ml ; Senior 
Prom Committee, M2 ; Honor Roll, Ml, M2 ; Under- 
hill Honor, M2. 

“A dream itself is but a shadow 



{ 

1 


L 


SANDRA GAYLE FISHMAN 
158 S a. vies Street 
Lowell, Massachusetts 


Jackson College 

Cae Club; Hockey, ’52 ; Volleyball, '51, ’52, Captain, 
*51 ; Cheerleader, '52 ; Cae-Kava Hockey Song-, ’52 ; 
Cae Song to Kava, '52 ; Glee Club, ’50, ’51, 552 ; 
Musicale, ’50, ’51 ; Operetta, ’52 ; Dramatic Club, 
550, 551, 552 ; Christmas Pageant, 550, 551 ; Commence- 
ment Play, 550, *51 ; “Bear and Lion'’ Staff, 552 ; 
Junior Issue, ’51 ; Andover Dance Committee, 552 ; 
Halloween Party Committee, 550 ; Commencement 
Usher, ’50, 551; Time Magazine Prize, 552: Honorable 
Mention, 551 ; Current Events Prize, 552. 

“ Speak the speech , I pray you , trippingly on 
the tongue /’ 
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DOROTHY LOUISE FOWLER 
140 Main Street 
Andover, Massachusetts 

Fay Secre/ arial School 

Cae Club; Manager of Hockey Team, 552; “Bear and 
Lion” Staff, *52 ; Christmas Vespers, ’52 ; Parsons 
Award, 552. 

“7 am constant to my purposes .” 



NANCY HARYEY 
69 Bartlett Street 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 



MERCY WARREN HASKELL 
Moosup, Connecticut 

Wheaton College 

President of Student Council 

Kava Club; Hockey, ’52 ; Swimming, ’52; Wilier 
Ballet, ’51 ; Softball, ’51, ’52, Sub, ’49, ’50, Captain, 
’52; Volleyball, ’52, Sub, ’50, Manager, ’51; Basket- 
ball, ’51, ’52; Ping Pong, ’51, ’52; Badminton, ’51, 
’52; R.II., ’51, ’52; Cheerleading, ’50, ’51, ’52; Student 
Council, ’51, ’52, Secretary, ’51; Dramatics Club, ’51, 
’52; Costume Committee, ’51, ’52; Christmas Pageant, 
’49, ’50, ’51, ’52; Commencement Plav, ’51; French 
Play, ’51, ’52; Glee Club, ’49, ’50, ’51, ’52; Operetta, 
’49, ’52; Undergraduate Song, ’51 ; Senior Song, ’52; 
Editor of “Splinters,” ’52, Literary Board, ’51 ; 
Christinas Vespers, ’51, ’52; Modern Dance, ’52; 
Chairman, Andover Dance Committee, ’52; Chairman, 
Exeter Danee Committee, ’52; Senior Reception, ’51 ; 
Chairman of Senior Luncheon Committee, ’51 ; Senior 
Marshal, ’51 ; Honor Roll, ’50, ’51 ; Music Appreeiii? 
tion Award, ’51, Honorable Mention, ’49; Honorable 
Mention, Current Events, ’50; Helen Hill Cup, ’52; 
Dramatics Prize, ’52. 

“What should a man do hut he merry.'' 


Wheelock College 

Kava Club; Manager, Basketball Team, ’52; Dra- 
matics Club, ’51, ’52; Christmas Pageant, ’51, ’52; 
Commencement Play, ’51 ; Usher, Class Day, ’49, 
’50; Usher, Commencement, ’51; Modern Danee, ’52; 
Prom Committee, ’52; Halloween Party, ’50. 

t H'ill mete and the dog will have its day 
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THALIA MARIE JOHNSON 
154 Lakeview Avenue 
Haverhill, Massachusetts 

Penn Hall Junior College 

President of Cae Club 

Cae Club; Basketball, *51, Sub, ’52; Swimming 4 , ’5.1, 
’52 ; Baseball, ’51, Manager, ’52 ; Hockey, ’52, Cap- 
tain ; Cheerleader Co-Captain, ’51, ’52 ; Senior Life 
Saving, ’51 ; Water Ballet, ’51 ; Spanish Blay, ’51 ; 
Glee Club, ’51, ’52; Operetta, ’52; Student Council, 
’52; Quartet, ’52; Senior Prom Committee, ’52; 
R.H., ’52. 

“ Brief let me beP 
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LILLIAN KENNEDY 
Gardnerville, Nevada 

President of Kava Club 

Kava Club; Hockey, ’51, ’52, Captain, ’52; Basket- 
ball, ’51, ’52 ; Swimming, Sub, ’52 ; Baseball, ’51, 
'52 ; Badminton, ’52 ; Volleyball, ’51, Captain, ’51 ; 
Ping Pong, ’52 ; Tennis, ’52 ; Christmas Pageant, ’51 ; 
Senior Reception Committee, ’51 ; Commencement 
Usher, ’51; Modern Dance, ’52; Glee Club, ’51, ’52; 
Operetta, ’52; “Splinters” Business Board, ’52; R.H., 
'51, ’52 ; Athletic Cup, ’52. 

“ Doth make the night joint-laborer with the day.” 
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VIRGINIA GIBBS MINER 
960 Longmeadow Street 
Longmeadow, Massachusetts 


mW 
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Wheeloclc College 

Cae Club ; Baseball, ’51, ’52 ; Badminton, ’51, ’52 ; 
Volleyball, ’51, ’52; Basketball Sub, ’52; Swimming, 
’51, ’52; Tennis, ’51, ’52; Hockey Sub, '52; Senior 
Life Saving, '52 ; Cheerleader, '51, ’52 ; Dramatics 
Club, ’52 ; Christmas Pageant, ’51 ; Commencement 
Play, ’51; Glee Club, ’51, '52; Operetta, '52; Class 
Day Committee, ’51 ; Head Usher for Commencement, 
'51 ; Business Board “Splinters,” ’51, Business Man- 
ager, ’52 ; “Bear and Lion” Staff, ’52 ; Andover Dance 
Committee, ’52 ; Typing Prize, ’51 ; R.H., ’51, ’52. 

“ ,r Tis in my memory locked 


y 


MARJORIE SCOTT RUSIITON 
Old Younge Street, R.F.D. #1 
York Mills, Ontario, Canada 

Sargent College 

Cae Club ; Volleyball, ’51, Sub, '52, Captain ; Baseball, 
’52, Manager; Dramatics, ’51; Christmas Pageant, 
’51 ; Andover Dance Committee, '52. 

“The rest is silence 
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MARGUERITE MARQUART STEEN 
335 Grand Street 
Newburgh, New York 

Colby Junior College 

Kava Club ; Hockey, ’52 ; Basketball, ’51, ! 52, Cap- 
tain, '52 ; Swimming, ’51, ’52 ; Baseball, ’51, ’52, 
Captain, ’51; Volleyball, ’52; Tennis, ’51, ’52; R.H., 
’51, ’52 ; Cheerleader, ’51, ’52 ; Head Cheerleader, ’52 ; 
Chairman of Senior Reception Committee, ’51 ; Usher 
for Commencement Play, ’51 ; Christmas Pageant, 51 ; 
Spanish Play, ’51 ; Chairman of Modern Dance, ’52 ; 
“Splinters” Business Board, ’52 ; Exeter Dance Com- 
mittee, ’52 ; Prompter for Commencement Play, ’52. 

“To thine own self be true." 





JULIA ANN STREETER 
44 Brookside Drive 
Long m e a d o w , Mass a c h u se 1 1 s 

Endieott Junior College 

Cae Club ; Basketball Sub, ’51 ; Team, ’52 ; Swim- 
ming, ’51, ’52 ; .Softball, ’51, ’52 ; Volleyball, ’51, ’52 ; 
Cheerleader, ’51, '52 ; Senior Life Saving, ’51; Senior 
Luncheon Committee, '51 ; Andover Dance Commit- 
tee, ’52 ; Glee Club, ’51, ’52 ; Quartet, ’52 ; (Spanish 
i Play, ’51, ’52 ; Dramatics, ’52 ; Christmas Pageant, 
’51 ; Commencement Play, ’51 ; Operetta, ’52 ; Student 
Council, ’52; “Splinters” Business Board, ’51, Literary 
Board, ’52 ; Marshal for School, ’51 ; Posture Award, 
’51; Honor Roll, ’51; R.H., ’51, ’52. 

“77/e glass of fashion and the mould of form , the 
observed of all observers 
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MARGERENA MURNEY TYLER 
Glendon Farms 
Waterville, New York 

Sk id more College 

Cae Club; Basketball, '51, ’52, Capt., ’52; Swimming, 
’52; Volleyball, ’51, ’52; Badminton, ’52, Tennis, 
’52 ; Softball, ’51, '52 ; Hockey, ’52 ; Water Ballet, 
’51 ; Senior Life Saving, ’51 ; Clieerleading, Co-Capt., 
’51, ’52; Senior Luncheon, ’51; Senior Reception, 
’51 ; Commencement Play, ’51 ; Dramatics, ’52 ; 
Christinas Pageant, ’51 ; Glee Club, ’51, ’52 ; Quartette, 
’52; Christmas Vespers, ’52; R.H., ’51, ’52; Andover 
Dance Committee, ’52 ; Exeter Dance Committee, ’52 ; 
“Splinters” Literary Board, ’51, Art Editor, ’52 ; 
Editor of “Bear and Lion,” ’52 ; Art Prize, ’51, ’52. 

“ Though this he madness , yet there is method in it.’” 
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KAY WALLACE 
128 Lakeview Avenue 
Haverhill, .Massachusetts 

Syra c u se U ni versity 

Vice-President of Kara Club 

Kava Club; Hockey Manager, ’52; Basketball, ’52, 
Sub; .Swimming, ’51, ’52; Baseball, ’52; Volleyball, 
’51, ’52, Captain, ’52 ; Senior Life Saving, ’51 ; R.H., 
’51, ’52; Water Ballet, ’51; Dramatics, ’52; Glee 
Club, ’51, ’52 ; Musicale, ’51 ; Christmas Pageant, ’51 ; 
Commencement Play, ’51; Operetta, ’52; Fall Play, 
’52 ; French Play, ’52 ; Modern Dance, ’52 ; (Senior 
Reception Committee, ’51 ; Marshal for Faculty, ’51 ; 
Prom Committee, ’52 ; “Bear and Lion,” ’52 ; “Splin- 
ters” Business Board, ’51, ’52 ; Agent for Exeter 
Publications, “Looking Around,” ’52 ; Honorable 
Mention for Essay Prize, ’52. 




“/ like thy wit ivell, in good faith.” 


CATHERINE WELCH 
64 Wentworth Avenue 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

D'You rille College 

Kava Club ; Cheerleader, ’52 ; Dramatics Club, ’52 ; 
Exhibition of Swimming*, ’52 ; Honorable Mention 
for Typing, ’52 ; Exeter Dance Committee, ’52 ; 
Modern Dance, '52 ; Usher for Operetta, ’52. 

“ Frailty , thy name is woman ” 





MARGO KATHERINE WILKE 
33 Glendale Park 
Hammond, Indiana 

J)cPa u iv TJ ni versit y 

Cae Club ; Baseball, ’52 ; Glee Club, ’52 ; Operetta, 
’52 ; 'Spanish Play, ’52 ; Honorable Mention in Cur- 
rent Events, ’52 ; Andover Dance Committee, ’52 ; 
Modern Dance Show, ’52 ; Senior Life Saving, ’52. 



“ Brevity is the soul of ivit” 
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THE PROPHECY 

1952 GOES TO A PARTY 

We all felt like mad hatters at the tea party ... Or the mouse that was 
dunked in the tea pot ... Or perhaps like Aliee in Wonderland. After all, 
we hadn’t seen each other for six years, and that is a long time. Why, I had 
an awful time remembering everyone’s name. But, it was fun . . . and every- 
one looked just the same. Well, almost! But then, I haven’t told you what tea 
party we’re going to, nor who’s going. How careless of me. 

Well, it’s a tea party at Jean Holt’s house. Or rather, the former Jean 
Holt. And the guests are that progressive, energetic elass of 1952. Shall we 
risk our life, and walk in the door? All right, let’s go. 

We are introduced to the hostess, Jean. She tells us about her wonderful 
secretarial job in New York. And, she married the boss. At present, she seems 
to be quite busy heading the different community affairs. 

But look! There’s a girl we haven’t seen for years . . . Kay Wallaee. The 
last time we knew, she was working at an Air Foree hospital with disabled 
veterans. But, now we find that she has married a doctor that she met at this 
hospital. And together they have started a elinic of their own. Kay went on 
to tell us how much she was enjoying her work. (What a wonderful attitude, 
helping other people.) 

But our conversation was interrupted by the arrival of Penny Haskell, 
looking quite striking in a Wave uniform. We discovered that she and her 
husband are working together in Naval relations. Quite an exciting life, if 
you ask me. 

Just at that moment, and looking very suave in a blaek suit, Jean Mell wraith 
made her grand entrance. We had known that Jean spent some time in Europe 
as an American correspondent. But, we didn’t know that she had deeided 
to stay over there. She told us all about her exerting times abroad and her 
faseinating children, (Two boys!). 

But who are those three lovely women over in that far eorner? It looks 
like Miss, Lill and Ginney. Let’s go over and get in on the conversation. Ginney 
says that she has been having a wonderful time working with kindergarten 
children. And, Miss (that nut) had been traveling around the eountry with 
different athletie groups. She seems to be enjoying it immensely. Then there’s 
Lillian . . . Says she has settled down in Nevada where she started to raise 
eattle on her large 4000 acre raneh. 

So, there are the famous R.H. roommates . . . Murt Tyler and Julia Streeter. 
Judy was explaining to Murney how she had just finished decorating her new 
house in Conneetieut, whieh she and her husband had bought last year. And 
Murney was modestly explaining that she had won first prize for her showings 
at the big art exhibit in San Franciseo at the Brigham Museum. It was also 
rumored that she was planning to be married to the owner of the museum 
sometime next month. 


SENIOR EVENTS 
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Out in the hall I can see a group of girls talking . . . There’s Dot, Nancy 
Har vey, Kay Welch, and Sandy Fishman. And, as we all expected, Dot married 
Teddie. She and Ted are quite happy, but since Ted is away all day and Dot 
hasn’t been blessed with any little ones yet, she has decided to start a poetry 
club. Doing quite well too, I hear. Kay AVelcli told us that she had started a 
blind date agency, which was really booming. (Well, girls, a place to go when 
you’re in Boston.) But what’s this . . . Scintillating Nancy Harvey gowned 
in red satin, and holding a thoroughbred dog in each hand. She had just returned 
from Paris where she found her Prince Charming ... A French waiter in an 
exclusive cafe. (We understand that he is a native of Brooklyn . . . But don’t 
tell Nance, she thinks he’s the real McCoy.) And then there’s Sandy, looking 
very business-like in a tailored dress. She told us that she is working in a 
chemical supply house. Almost blew the place up when she lit a match to find 
something in a dark corner. 

Now there’s an attractive girl . . . Why, it’s Margo Wilke. I never would 
have recognized her with those liorn-rimmed glasses. It seems that Margo is 
behind a big political machine in Indiana. I believe she is campaigning for 
Pogo. She also told us that she has heard from Thalia, who is a career girl . . . 
Manager of a place called “Sam’s,” a delightful delicatessen in New York. 
And her specialty is “Creamed Green a la mode.” 

And remember Robbie ... I think I see her in the corner. Did you know 
that she, being the scientific one of the Senior Class, invented a new kind of 
sodium bomb? And ’tis said that if one of these bombs were ever dropped on 
Russia, ’twould be the end for them — probably us, too. But, good girl Roberta. 

Then, who should we come upon but Rusty ... I remember reading in 
the year book awhile back that she had graduated from Sargent, as a Phys. Ed. 
major. And, she was at the head of her class. Since then, she has been back 
at R.H. coaching a newly acquired football team. (Which, I might add, 
slaughtered Andover.) 

But heavens! Where’s Beverly Cooke. Certainly not last again. She can’t 
make it? Yes, she couldn’t give up that opportunity to be guest conductor of 
the Heidelberg Symphony Orchestra. You know, Bev has made quite a name 
for herself in the musical world. In artistic circles they now discuss Bach, 
Beethoven, Brahms, and Beverly. 

But isn't that our taxi outside? Oh dear, I do hate to leave yon all, yet 
I must make that six o’clock train. It’s been a wonderful party, and we shall 
do it again some time . . . Say, under the clock in the Biltmore ! 

D.F. 

J.M. 

S.F. 
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SENIOR SUPPER 

Our place cards at Mrs. MacGay’s wonderful party: 


Beverly Cooke 

Tinkling tunes of a music box 
Erudite European 
“Wit of Winnetka” 

Roberta Fielding 
Tawny beach 
Exotic earrings 
Babbling brook 

Sandra Fishman 
Friendly salutes 
Jefferson to Jackson 
Firm hands on the reins of life 

Dorothy Fowler 
Teddy bears 
Peaches and cream 
Glasses and print 

Nancy Harvey 
Black sedans 
Lady Amanda Jane 
China doll 

Mercy Haskell 
Unfurled sails 
100 scrawls and calls 
Miss Moosup 

Jean Holt 

Mirror, mirror on the wall 
Lord & Taylor 
The very model of a modern major 
general 

Thalia Johnson 
Fire red 
Neuter school 
Long lashes 

Lillian Kennedy 
Roaring lions 
Wooly west 
Starry-eyed wanderer 


Jean McIlwraith 

Hollywood Producers 
Red speed boats 
Rachmaninoff’s Third 

Marjorie Rushton 

The Maple Leaf forever . . . 
Cheaper by the dozen 
Clandestine correspondence 

Marguerite Steen 

Minneapolis Millers 
Martin & Lewis 
Pink champagne 

Judy Streeter 

Spring hair cuts 
say “Cheese” 

“Beauty on black velvet” 

Murney Tyler 

Red in the rain 
The Golden Gate 
Grinders 

Kay Wallace 

“Mutual” friends 
White bucks 
Wax coat of arms 

Kay Welch 

Megaphones and scanty skirts 
The gift of the blarney 
Vive Lowell 

Margo Wilke 

Ping Pong paddles 

Where there’s a will, there’s a way 

Muggy summer days 

Mrs. MacGay 

Absence made our hearts grow 
fonder 

California, here I come 
I love coffee, I hate tea 
“With your kind permission.” 


SENIOR EVENTS 
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Virginia Miner 


s.s.s. 

B.C. 

Home of the blue 

N.H. 

Treasured relics 

P.H. 


MAD GINATION BEFORE GRADUATION 

OR 

XMAS EVE IN JUNE 

’Twas the night before parting 
And all through our school 
Not a creature was silent 
As Bev led misrule. 

Diplomas were piled in the office with care, 

While Robbie was hunting to find hers stacked there. 
The Seniors supposedly snuggled in bed; 

Yet Penny still thought of lost parents instead. 

And Nance in her kerchief and Miss in the cap 
Got into a huddle for a short little chat. 

Out in the Park arose such a clatter 
That Ginny and Lil inspected the matter. 

The street light outside revealed in its glow 
Streeter and Tyler making whoopee below : 

A party was cooking in the midst of all this, 
Something too gay for the Seniors to miss. 

Soon, what to cur wondering eyes should appear — 
But Sandy and Kay lending their cheer 
For a little old party so lively and great 
To end up our stay behind the white gate. 

Our faces were saddened, 

But spirits were jolly 
As we committed this crime: 

A Senior’s last folly. 

Thalia and Dotty were next to arrive, 

The place’s beginning to look half alive. 

First round of cookies were downed in a flash 
As Margot arrived: a significant crash. 

The Jean wandered in to complete the Quartet, 
And the songs that they sang we will never forget. 
But Rusty and Jean Holt had net yet come in — 
Seems they were sleeping amidst all this din. 

To top all confusion, dear Kay stumbled in — 

With everyone here, we could really begin. 

But who’s this arriving to break up our fun? 

Bill, Paul and the Faculty, all on the run. 
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SPLINTERS 


We tore from our places and jumped back into bed, 

And the school was all quiet; Imaginations well fed. 

As a last parting word, may we say this to you : 

No philosophy here — We’ll just bid you adieu . . . 

J.M. P.H. K.W. M.S. 

CLASS WILL 

We, the deceased, lately of Rogers Hall, being under age and overgrown, 
do make, publish, declare, and swear this to be our last Will and Testament, 
as follows : 

We do will and bequeath: 

ARTICLE I 
Section I 

To Mrs. MacGay, our many thanks for her loving guidance, which 
has been with us throughout the year although she lias not always 
been here in person. 

Section II 

To the faculty, our thanks for their patience throughout the year. 
Section III 

To the Juniors, all the new privileges we gained this year. 

To the Sophomores, our somewhat scattered social activities. 

To the Freshmen, the Future. 

ARTICLE II 

With much reminiscence, Jean Plolt leaves her 25 records of the “Pirates 
of Penzance” to Ann Howes. 

Murt donates the front half of her hair to Nancy Elliott. 

Margo leaves to Demi those “after dinner” cream puffs. 

Kay Welch makes a present of her freckles to Carol Robinson. 

Lillian leaves her hair for any mattress that needs filling. 

Nancy Harvey throws her campaign buttons to Posh to use in the 
election next year. 

Judy Streeter relinquishes her new fangled clothesline to Nancy Gray 
to be used to string her men along. 

Penny hands over her scandal sheet to Judy Kellogg. 

Jean Mcllwraith leaves her Hollywood contacts to Carol Gauem with 
her best wishes for success. 

Missy’s fairy-like foot steps descend on Ann Hoff. 

Robbie bestows her right eyebrow to Karlyn in hopes that she can 
master the art of raising it. 

Kay Wallace leaves the “army” and “tank” to any undergrad desirous 
of late Saturday night “warnings” and Sunday visits. 

Eagerly, Dot leaves every Friday for a weekend with “Teddy.” 
Sandy puts her acting abilities into the hands of the Dramatic Club. 
Thalia bequeaths her letters to any under grad who has aspirations of 
becoming editor of True Romance. 


SENIOR EVENTS 
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Ginny tearfully leaves her well-known family ties at Andover to 
Barbara Seobie. 

With maternal blessings, Rusty leaves her twins to Gertrude. 

To the nearest bank go Bev’s unpaid debts. 


ARTICLE III 

The House leaves its modern plumbing system to those desirous of such. 
Nancy, Bev, and Margo leave Swamp Alley and No-man’s land. 

The day-hops leave their freedom. 

Senior Corridor leaves the late and long phone calls to next year’s 
occupants, with Josette at the switchboard. 

The Senior class leaves all valued possessions except Willy; we may 
need him next year ! 

Signed and witnessed this second day of June in the year of our Lord 
One Thousand Nine-hundred and Fifty-two in behalf of the Senior class. 
“The rest is silence.” 

Witnesses : 


R.F. 

J.S. 

K.W. 


UNDERGRADUATE SONG 

(Tune: Night and Day) 

Time has come, soon you’ll be gone. 

Memories of friendship will still linger on — 

The fun we’ve had in hockey, in basketball, and baseball, 
Working with you. 

Your spirit, too, 

The whole year through, 

We’ll ne’er forget, 

Please don’t forget us no matter wherever you go. 

If you return to us next year, 

You will find we shall still be here — 

Waiting for you. 

Evermore, 

Kind and true, 

Your inspiration, too. 

You have showed us the way 

In all the games we have played with you. 

Please remember Cae and Kava, too, 

For we will recall the class of ’52. 

So goodby — 

And farewell. 


Cynthia Burrage 



BIDDUR-BIDDUB 

The crash resounded through the house and over the surrounding country- 
side ! Everyone swarmed to the scene of the crime. A large and expensive 
glass vase lay in ruins upon the floor, and the ink with which it had been filled 
(bv some mischievous elf) spread slowly over the new rug. The sole witness 
stated firmly, “Biddub-Biddub did it, Mummy!’’ But Mummy was wise in 
the ways of imaginary men! “Come, dear child,” she said cunningly; “I have 
a feeling he is hiding in the drawer where I keep my checkered apron and 
hairbrush ! ’ ’ 

Ah, well! Such is life! But let us not lament our fate; instead let’s look 
into the “Biddub-Biddub” situation. Biddub-Biddub was a little man, slightly 
egg-shaped, and resembling Humpty-Dumpty, with arms and legs joined to 
the body, half of which was face. He wore Robin Hood type of costume, complete 
with bows and arrows, and all those numerous contrivances which so simply 
and delightfully give mothers nervous prostration. 

As you may have judged, lie was extremely mischievous, and just big 
enough to escape through various and sundry apertures, at various and sundry 
convenient times! But Biddub-Biddub ’s regular mansion was in the baseboard 
behind the bed — a truly convenient location, because when I used to be “ isolated ’ ’ 
for being naughty, my little companion would help me while away the lonely 
hours by drawing amusing pictures on the walls, chipping off bits of wallpaper, 
and creating artistic finger painting on the windows, each one of which brought 
a stinging reaction from either parent ! — Ah, but Biddub-Biddub was a sly 
little fellow also, for whenever he was to be punished, he always ducked, and 
the fatherly hand descended upon ME instead ! As you can see, this was a 
sore point with me, so I devised a means of punishing my mischievous friend. 
Whenever I was angry with him, I pushed him down the drain ! But lie never 
stayed down long, however, and popped up with renewed pep and a new 
mischievous glint in his eye ! 

One sad part of growing up is that I never see Biddub-Biddub any more. 
He has moved out, bag and trunk, from his mansion behind the bed, and seme- 
times when I am lonely, I wish Biddub-Biddub would come back for a little 
while and tear just a teensy bit of wallpaper off the walls ! 

Cornelia Thompson, ’54 
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REALIZATION 

I am within the world, my vision clear; 

Yet know I those who weep at every lash 
And then so proudly show off every gash. 

I also know the sadness and the fear 
Of all the masses, far and ever near . . . 

Afraid to live the life that God hast given, 

Afraid that backwards on its path be driven. 

To them how doth a single star appear? 

Am I so old in mind that I may sec 

Beyond the darkened clouds that life can weave? 

No ! None, no matter what his age may be, 

Is able in this challenge to perceive. 

But strength of soul and spirit must agree; 

In this way only can we then achieve. 

Jean McIlwraith, ’52 


THE DUCKS AND I 

You’re invited to go on a duck hunting trip. All ready? Here we go ! Hear 
that hideous ringing? It’s one o’clock in the morning. It is just the start. Of 
course you just crawled in an hour ago, since you didn’t get your stuff to- 
gether until midnight. But come now, bounce out of bed ! Slap your feet on 
that ice-cold floor. Slip into that nice itchy woolen underwear. 

You force down a stack of under-cooked hotcakes, some soggy toast and 
a gallon of luke-warm coffee. Then beat your chest and grin. After all, a duck 
hunter is the rugged outdoor type. 

Ah! In strolls your partner. “What a beautiful morning.” he beams. 
You beam too, adding, “Tf it doesn’t clear up — ” See? You can match his 
act anytime. 

Heaving and grunting, the two of you struggle to get that featherweight 
duck boat on top of the car. Yeah, “featherweight.” Eight men and a horse 
could handle it with ease. And, ah, that delightful little trickle of ice water down 
your neck — so-o-o-o refreshing. 

Now you’re ready for that fifty-mile drive to that good spot nobody else 
knows about. What’s that? You’re soaked already? Oh, come now, you’re 
hardly even damp — yet ! 
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SPLINTERS 


Jump in the car now, and let’s be off. Look at that freezing rain beating 
against the windshield. Here, don’t turn that heater on. Want to go soft? 
Listen to the mud beating against the fenders. Not enjoying the ride? Relax, 
relax! You’ll soon be out there. It’s irritating, of course, to be inside a car 
with weather like that going on outside, but wait awhile. 

At last you’re groping your way out into the dark waters of the marsh. 
Rain is driving down in buckets. You’ve fallen flat in the mud six times, getting 
the boat into the water. The water has gone over your boots twice. In the dark- 
ness, you lose an oar. Here! Put down that flashlight! Wanna scare the ducks? 

Off in the east a pole of light climbs the sky. This is zero hour. Qua-a-k, 
Qua-a-k. Whoops! You grasp your call and answer. Dead silence. Your pulse 
races. Wham ! Boom ! Bang ! Blooey ! Pellets woosh through the grass over 
you. A tremendous barrage thunders from every side. You’re surrounded. Light 
comes up swiftly. Timidly, your partner and yon sit up. You scan the horizon : 
not a feather is showing, not even a blackbird. But all around yon are human 
heads — many, many heads — also the same horizon. 

You slowly sink back . . . 

Finally noon comes. The sun has been blazing down on you for hours. 
Flies light on your face in herds; mosquitoes bore holes in you. You and your 
partner hate each other. 

You munch a soggy sandwich. If you could only get off that long under- 
wear. You slowly roast through the long afternoon. Your head is splitting, 
eyes on fire. Now and then a wedge of ducks comes in from the fields. Low? 
Nope. About a thousand yards high. Do they circle and look at your decoys, 
even wiggle a feathery ear at your duck calls? Nope. They sail right on. 

You sit, and sit, and sit. Night comes, and darkness. At last you begin the 
wet and tedious job of gathering the decoys. Your partner bends down and 
drops his hat in the water. He fishes it out and holds it up glumly. You look 
at him. He looks at you. You both say the same thing at the same time, “Ducks! 

I hate ’em.” 

Kay Wallace, ’52 


DREAMS OF SUMMER 

Today my heart is somewhere else . . . 

Day after da}' I see the great buildings 
of the city all around me, 

Rising like hot, burning serpents 
ready for the kill, 

Rising with the ferocity of warriors 
to unsurpassed heights. 


DREAMS OF SUMMER 
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Yet today as I look at the streets 
and sidewalks 

Where millions tread each day, 

I see no grime of the city, 

Settling in every place, forgotten or known, 
But a blanket of frosty dew — 

Refreshing the grasses on an early 
morning in summer. 

The wind brushing the bushes 
Brings with it the fragrance of flowers, 
Lifted by a sudden gust of wind 
And then — slowly settling down again 

on their long, ever-swaying stems. 
The bits of scrap paper flying 
through the air 

Are majestic, golden butterflies — 

Winging their way to perch on a lilac, 
And not to land in the muddy gutter. 

The humdrum of this massive city 
is ceaseless; 

Yet to me the clamoring is the 
Clash of mighty waves against 
the somber rocks, 

Jutting out into the mysterious depths 
of the discontented waters ; 

The puffy white clouds in God’s 
celestial kingdom 

Are the milky white caps on the waves. 

But now as the sky darkens, 

And the wind chases the playful 
clouds away, 

And the mighty King of Thunder 

clashes the cymbals of Heaven, 
Torrents of rain come beating down 
upon my face, 

Washing away my thoughts — 

My dream — 

My heart returns. 


Marlaine Augustin, ’55 
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A GROUP OF POEMS 


o 

MY ISLAND 

I live by myself on an island, 

I live here all alone — 

No ships will come to visit me, 

My harbor is pure stone. 

The waves that wash upon these shores 
Are bitter, vengeful tears ; 

They crash on rocks and make my isle 
Ring out with wrathful jeers. 

I built a castle on this isle 
With tears and hate and pride — 

I closed my heart to longing 
And here my soul has died. 

And I’ll stay here on my isle 
With its harbor of stone ; 

Till love is able to tear down pride, 

I needs must live alone. 




HEAVEN 

I ask not for gilded lilies, 

Nor for a rose without a thorn — 

I ask not for angelic choirs 
Raised in heavenly song. 

Give me but a violet, 

Some daisies dancing on a lea, 

And children ’s laughter for a song — 
That’s heaven enough for me! 


/ 
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MEMORY 

Memory plays odd tricks, I’m told — 

Turns tarnished brass to brilliant gold, 

Threads amongst the deepest gloom — 

Illuminates death’s silent tomb, 

Turns bitter tears to sweetest mirth — 

Erases, cleanses, and gives rebirth 
That events etched deep with crusted pain 
May live with only joy again. 

Old hates vanish, bitter tears fade, 

Prom poison venom perfume is made ; 

Sweetness from sorrow, love from hate — 

Life from death, and fortune from fate. 

Between joy and sadness it draws no line — 

Memory, and its apprentice, Time. 

Cynthia Irelan, ’54 




LIGHT 

Oh light, most glorious of all nature — 

To see your colors, shades, and shadows, 

To feel the quiet beauty of your radiance, 

To know the blessing of your warm embrace, 

To dread the darkness that makes 
the earth a lonely place. 

Murney Tyler, ’52 


Sck ool ^Notes 


Calendar 


September 19 — With suitcases galore, 

We entered the door. 


20 — Then, summer in mind, 

We began the grind. 

22 — At ‘Singing Beach’ we took our stand — 

With hot dogs many, we played in the sand. 


October 4&5 — Kava or Cae? We could not proclaim . . . 

But initiation finally came. 


26 — Next, Vaughn Monroe our hearts took away 

As lush music his orchestra did play. 

November 3 — A bit o£ culture was next for us, 

As “Don Juan in Hell” caused quite a fuss. 

13 — This time the hockey game was alive ! 

And Kava won! Score? 9 to 5. 


17 — Alas — the day finally arrived — 

When Exeter, Rogers Hall imbibed. 

18 — Broadway doth beckon our talented few, 

Three wonderful plays were ours to view. 


21-23 — The turkey was stuffed, and so were we . . . 

As homeward we went, full of glee. 

24 — Back once again — but little free time. 

An Andover dance, which was sublime. 

25 — Mental telepathy was his profession. 

Doctor Gerald made quite an impression. 

December 1 — An Andover formal . . . “Snowbound” the theme. 

And quite a success to all, it did seem. 


/ 
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— A Polish pianist was ours for the night. 

And Smeterlin charmed us — A perfect delight. 

—Midst candles and writings, the Seniors did shine. 
Their rings they received. All very fine. 

— Santa arrived — and carols and plays. 

A Christmas party, with candles ablaze. 

— Farewell to all, have tons of fun. 

We’ll see you in '52 . . . No longer ’51. 

— “III!” . . . Once again, did you have fun? 

Much laughing and talking greeted each one. 

— We raised our voices together in song, 

And we danced with dear Andover, e’er long. 

— And so, a week later, a concert again — 

But this time we escorted the Exeter men. 

— But then we began our exams for mid-term. 
Studying . . . Studying ... A habit, a germ. 

— At last came the end of that horrible time — 

No more till June. (But that doesn’t rhyme.) 

— Then up to North Conway half of us sped . . . 
While the rest of us hurried home. All dead. 

— The Exeter seniors invited us up . . . 

For a whole gala evening, to dance and to sup. 

— With saddened face, the seniors did go. 

Ignorance or brilliance, one to show. 

— At last came the day so long awaited. 

“Didn’t he know I was already dated?” 

— Spring fever we had, as we came back once more, 
it seemed to us now, there was work galore. 

— The volleyball game that Kava won. 

A very close score, but the usual fun. 

— A shower we had for Miss Dickey today — 

A part in her marriage we just had to play. 

— “Founder’s day” dawned, a beautiful day. 

With all the old grads, there was so much to say. 
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June 


17 — A spring prom we had, midst confusion and brass; 

A last minute date for some innocent lass. 

26 — Once more we arrived at this fatal point. 

(I’m beginning to think my brain’s out of joint.) 

1 — Then started the three days that ended it all. 

What a beautiful year we had ... In Rogers Hall. 

3 — As we walked down the aisle, in dresses all white, 

The tears in our eyes were something to fight. 

And so came the end of a wonderful year. 

Yes, Rogers Hall, with your memories so dear. 


P.H. 

J.M. 


CAE-KAVA HOCKEY GAME 


After thirteen undefeated years, Cae lost the long awaited Hockey Game 
to Kava. Out in front from the first, Kava piled up the points leaving Cae 
behind in the first half. Although Kava was still ahead as the second half 
came to its climax, Cae came through with five goals. 

The sportsmanship of both teams was overwhelming and the wonderful 
spirit and enthusiasm displayed by the rest of the girls was more than ever before. 

When the last whistle was heard concluding the game, sighs mingled with 
cheers as Kava returned victorious, 9-5. 

That evening the traditional banquet took place in the dining room. With 
wonderful speeches, as usual, both Mrs. MacGay and Miss Dickey made the 
occasion a memorable one. The president of Cae, Thalia Johnson, presented 
the cup to Lillian Kennedy, the president of Kava, who accepted it graciously. 
Thus ended a day not soon to be forgotten. 


Cae Team 
Fowler, Mgr. 
Fishman 
Hollingwortli 
Burrage 
Irelan 
Johnson, R. 

Tyler 

Johnson, T., Capt. 
Mcll wraith 


Kava Team 
Wallace, Mgr. 
Herrhammer 
Kellogg 
Dadmun 
Kennedy, Capt. 
Ganern 
Steen 
Haskell 
Emmons 



Kava Hockey Team 
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Student Council 


Bear and Lion Staff 
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Subs : 
Miner 
McElliiney 
Fielding 


Subs : 

Gray 

Howes 

Cooke 

C.B. 


CAE-KAVA SWIMMING MEET 

Tradition was changed this year as the annual Swimming Meet was held 
in the fall instead of the spring. 

Both teams were closely matched, Kava winning most of the races and 
Cae, the form. 

Besides the customary racing and form swimming, a diving-for-spoons 
race was introduced as a novelty to enlighten the event. 


After the conferring 
the favors going to Cae. 

Cae Team 
Irelan, Mgr. 
Streeter 
Tyler 

Johnson, R. 
Johnson, T. 
Scobie 
Mcll wraith 
Burrage 

Subs : 
Miner 
McElhiney 
Fielding 


of the judges, the score 


was announced, 62-56 with 

Kava Team 

Gray, Mgr. 

Dadmun 

Steen 

Kellogg 

Augustin 

Haskell 

Wallace 

Herrhammer 

Subs : 

Adams 

Howes 

C.B. 


THREE ONE-ACT PLAYS 

On Sunday afternoon, the eighteenth of November, the Dramatics Club 
under the direction of Mrs. Lee presented three one-act plaj's. 

The first play, Elizabeth Refuses, a scene from Pride and Prejudice, tells 
of Elizabeth’s refusing to marry a very enthusiastic young parson who won’t 
take “no” for an answer. 


Carol Ganem . . 
Robbie Fielding 
Judy Streeter . 
Murney Tyler . 
Sandy Fishman 


Cast 

Mrs. Bennett 

Elizabeth Bennett 

Jane Bennett 

the parson 

Lady Catherine 
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The Aulis Affair, a Greek play presented by the Freshman-Sophomore 
classes, tells the tale of a father who wanted to sacrifice his beautiful daughter 
to the goddess of the sea, in order that his ships could have wind to continue 
their journey. When the daughter refuses, Odysseus devises a plan by which 
she will not only avoid death, but also marry the man of her choice. 


Posh Thompson . . 

Anne Howes 

Elaine Leary 

Demetra Tikellis . . 
Marlaine Augustin 

Cecilia Smith 

•Janice Nold 


Cast 


Agamemmnon 
. . . .Iphigenia 

Calchus 

. Clytemnestra 

Odysseus 

the maid 

...the reader 


The last play to be given was The Old Lady Shows Her Medals. It is the 
story of a London char woman who longs for men-folks, and a Scotch soldier 
who has no folks to long for him. Despite a few ill-timed giggles, all the plays 
were excellent, and all the Rogers Hall critics decided that they would be 
great competition for South Pacific if they went on Broadway. 


Penny Haskell . 
Kay Wallace . . . 
Murn McElhiney 
Ginny Miner . . . 

Bcv Cooke 

Judy Kellogg . . 


Cast 


. . . .Mrs. Dowey 
Kenneth Dowey 
. .Mrs. Twymley 
Mrs. Micldeham 
.Mrs. Haggerty 
the parson 


C.I. 


ANDOVER GLEE CLUB DANCE 

To the rustic of many skirts, wc hurried over to the Gym to begin the 
Glee Club concert, which, in spite of everyone’s fears, was successful. The 
Andover Glee Club sang “Night and Day,” which seemed to be the most 
popular selection, and “Jericho, ” by the capable quartet, was very effective. 
In conclusion, the joint singing of “The Glory of the Lord” went off smoothly. 

After the concert we came back to the library where we met our elates, 
and then proceeded to enjoy a delicious ham dinner. 

The Gym was artistically decorated with snowmen and gnomes, developing 
the theme, “Snowbound.” 

Several different features were presented. Among these were a group 
of songs by the new Rogers Hall quartet, group singing at intermission, which 
we all enjoyed, and photographs, taken for the Lowell Telegram. 

After a mild panic, caused by the pulling down of the decorations, the 
dance proceeded rather normally until eleven o’clock, when the waiting buses 
claimed our dates. 


R. F. 



Kava Club 






Junior Class 



Freshman-Sophomore Classes 
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CHRISTMAS VESPERS 

The traditional Christmas vesper service, conducted by the President of 
the Student Council, Mercy Haskell, was beautiful and inspiring as usual — 
cue of those events that we shall long - remember. 

The Glee Club, under the direction of Miss Lebutt, presented two lovely 
old carols, and writings were read by the students. Just before the close of 
the service, Mrs. MacGay presented to the members of the graduating class 
the beautiful senior rings, which bear the inscription — “Nos Nostraque Deo” — 
“Ourselves, and all our possessions for God.” 

C. M. A. T. 


CHRISTMAS BANQUET AND PARTY 

On the eve of December 18 there could be seen many happy faces on the 
students of Rogers Hall as they walked into the dining hall singing the 
Christmas Carol Deck the Halls with Boughs of Iiollg. It was the night before 
Christmas vacation and the night of the Christmas party and annual banquet. 
The dining room was decorated appropriately with hemlock branches and a 
large Christmas tree stood in a corner surrounded with many inviting and 
gaily wrapped packages. 

During the different courses of the dinner various carols were sung by 
the Glee Club and Spanish classes, which made the holiday spirit complete. 
After a very delicious dinner all relaxed in their chairs where they watched 
a skit, taken from Bird’s Christmas Carol, put on by some of the members 
of the dramatics group who gave us a humorous lesson on how to behave in 
the presence of company. 

Then, who should appear, but Santa Claus in his bright red suit and 
whiskers. Ho wished everyone a Merry Xmas and proceeded to hand out 
Christmas presents to all. Each gift had on it an appropriate poem for the 
person to whom it was intended. There were many laughs and blushing smiles 
as the poems were read to the audience and after all the presents were given 
out and much paper and ribbon was strewn about the room, Santa left to 
deliver more presents, thus concluding the activities of Rogers Hall in the 
year 1951. 

J. A.S. 


EXETER DANCE 

Once again that last minute rush, the peeking out to see if the bus has 
arrived. At last, Exeter is here, and it is time to go over to the Gym for a rehearsal. 

After a very successful concert, which included several choruses from 
“Pirates of Penzance,” we enjoyed one of Mrs. Tremble’s delicious dinners. 
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The rest of t lie evening was spent daneing to the nmsie of the “Royal Exonians” 
in the gaily deeorated Gym which was filled with suiteases and travel posters. 
The elosest we’ll ever get to a Mediterranean eruise! 


R.F. 


DANCE PROGRAM 

A rhythmie program of modern and tap danee was given, after mueh 
hard work, by the entire seliool. First on the program were “Begin The 
Beguine” and “Jealousy,” followed by two tap numbers: “Hill Billie” 
and “Slice Shine.” In addition to these expert performances were “Persian 
Market,” “Stairway To Paradise” and a speetaeular performance of “Dry 
Bones,” complete with luminous skeleton eostumes. To complete the program 
there were three solos: “American in Paris,” “La Compasita,” and a tap 
number “Chi Bam Boom.” Songs sung by the Rogers Hall Quartet topped 
off the program in a delightful manner. 

C.T. 


CAE-KAVA BASKETBALL GAME 


The gym rang with the tone of eheers and exeitement as the whistle 
blew commencing the annual Basketball Game. Although Kava lacked two 
of its most efficient players, the Kava team started to score almost immediately. 
Cae, however, was close behind and the tension grew strong as first Cae, then 
Kava scored. At the half Kava was still on top and in the last few minutes 
of play the inevitable resulted — Kava 26, Cae 20. Both teams were duly lauded 
by all the members of the elubs for their teamwork, spirit and skill. 

That night the usual banquet followed. Thus, with inspiring speeches 
by the club presidents, Miss Diekey and Mrs. MacGay, the heart of every girl 
was filled with the exeitement and happiness of a truly memorable day. 


Cae Team 
Fielding, Mgr. 

Streeter 
Tyler, Capt. 
Hollingworth 
Johnson, T. 

Johnson, R. 

McElhiney 

Robinson, Hon. Member 


Kava Team 
Harvey, Mgr. 
Dadmun 
Kellogg 
Herrhammer 
Kennedy 
Steen, Capt. 
Haskell 


Subs : 
Miner 
Burrage 
Mcll wraith 


Subs : 

Caei 
Howes 
Walla ee 


C.B. 




Cae Basketball Team 




a , .. « A¥ilf£% B***V 


Kava Basketball Team 




Splinters Staff 



Cae Volleyball Team 


Kava Volleyball Team 
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THREE ONE-ACT PLAYS 


On Tuesday, March 18, the Dramatics Club presented three one-act plays. 
The first, Joint Owners In Spam, an old favorite by Alice Brown, was set in 
an old ladies home. Two vicious old ladies who make life miserable for all 
their roommates are finally put together to battle it out. With a piece of chalk, 
a ball of twine, and a bit of lively imagination the}' solve their problems. 


Mrs. Blair 
Miss Dyer 
Mrs. Mitchell 
Miss Fullerton 


Kay Welch 

. . . .Nancy Harvey 
Murna McElhiney 
Jean Holt 


Elizabeth and Essex, a dramatic scene from Maxwell Anderson’s Elizabeth 
The Queen, was the next play of the evening. This tells of Elizabeth’s love 
for Essex, who has plotted against her throne and is sentenced to die because 
of it. How, if it were not for the throne, it continues, they might have been 
great lovers. 


Elizabeth Roberta Fielding 

Essex Carol Ganem 


The last play, Antic Spring, by Robert Nail, was a delightful comedy 
about an ill-fated picnic. Six teen-agers of assorted ages go on a picnic under 
the direction of one of their crowd. “Love in the back seat, literature in the 
front seat” plus one younger brother make delightful entertainment. 


Ginger Anne Howes 

Elbert Cornelia Thompson 

Gwendolyn Judy Streeter 

Sam Jean Mcll wraith 

Blossom Marlaine Augustin 

Robert Murney Tyler 


C.I. 


FOUNDER’S DAY 

The annual R.H. Founder’s Day, originally May 7th, was celebrated 
Saturday the third. The weather man put in a good word for the Rogers 
Hall alumnae who arrived for the traditional lobster salad. After an Alumnae 
meeting, they were entertained in the gym by the Senior Quartet, members 
of the modern dancing class in their version of “Jealousy,” and the dramatics 
group’s presentation of “Antic Spring.” The Life Saving class (with the aid 
of Mrs. Whitchurch) tcok over the program with an exhibition of their aquatic 
talents. Thus ended another Founder’s Day, enjoyed by all. 


C.I. 
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PROM 

. . . That we weren’t too nervous . . . that everyone looked divine . . . that 
the dance was perfect, and the decorations were so new and different . . . that 
it was all over too soon . . . that the ‘ ‘ tea-dance-basketball game” on Sunday 
was fun . . . that we were all sorry to see twelve o’clock come . . . That was PROM ! 

R. F. 


CAE-KAVA VOLLEYBALL GAME 

After very few practices, Cae and Kava donned shorts and shirts instead 
of the traditional gym suits and played an extremely successful Volleyball 
Game. The fact that the teams were well matched was evident ; both tension 
and excitement reigned as the ball traveled swiftly from one side to the other. 
However, Kava, for the third time this year, making point after point, took 
precedence over Cae. Trying constantly to surpass Kava’s already high score, 
Cae succumbed and Kava took the final lead to victory. The score at the termina- 
tini of the game was Kava 40, Cae 24. 


Cae Team 
Johnson, R. Mgr. 
Streeter 
Tyler 
Fielding 
Fishman 
Mcll wraith 
Rushton, Capt. 
Miner 

Hollingworth 

Subs : 
Burrage 
Irelan 


Kava Team 
Plaisted, Mgr. 
Kellogg 
Howes 
Steen 
Haskell 
Caci 
Wallace 
Dadmun 
Herrhammer 
Kennedy, Hon. Mem. 

Subs : 

Adams 

Holt 


C.B. 


CAE-KAVA BASEBALL GAME 

After several successive days of rain, the sun presented itself for the annual 
baseball game. Cae started off with three rups and continued to stay ahead 
of Kava at the beginning. However, Kava refused to surrender without a fight 



Cae Baseball Team 



Kava Baseball Team 


I 




Cae Badminton Team 


/ 


Kava Badminton Team 
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and thus tied the score. As the seventh inning proceeded, both teams made 
several runs but Cae, having been defeated in previous games this year, per- 
severed and emerged with flying colors. Cheers from both clubs rang out as 
the score was announced : Cae 25, Kava 22. 

Cae Team 
Rushton, Mgr. 

Johnson, R., Capt. 

Johnson, T. 

Tyler 
Burrage 
Streeter 
Baketel 
Hollingworth 
Miner 
McElhiiiey 

Subs : 

Fielding 
Irelan 
Wilke 


BACCALAUREATE 

This year, onr Baccalaureate Service was at All Souls Church. And, on 
Sunday, June 1st all of Rogers Hall, plus parents and friends, were addressed 
by Rev. Roland Johnson. 

His sermon, directed at the seniors, was inspiring, to say the least. He 
spoke of the work which God did in creating heaven and earth . . . But, what 
was more important, the work which God left unfinished. It is therefore up to 
the peoples of the present and the future to discover that which was left to 
discover, and to use this new found material to the best of their knowledge. 

After the service the church, in its usual friendly manner, opened the 
back rooms for a “Punch Hour.” 

It was an unforgettable hour, and the beginning of the Graduation program. 

J. Me. 


Kava Team 
Cooke, Mgr. 

Haskell, Capt. 

Howes 

Herrhammer 

Caci 

Kennedy 

Steen 

Wallace 

Adams 

Tikellis 

Subs : 

Daclmun 

Kellogg 

Emmons 

C.B. 


CLASS DAY 

It was a beautiful June Day for a change when the parents of the seniors 
arrived for luncheon. After the guests and the seniors had found their places, 
the latter eagerly opened their presents, which were cute little green picture 
folders with gold initials. Everyone very much approved and tried to think 
of someone’s picture to put in them. The next thing, however, they were rather 
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hesitant about opening for it was a poem enclosed with an appropriate gift 
eoneerning themselves. Every senior read her verse aloud, wliieli was followed 
by great laughter. Songs were sung to the seniors throughout the meal and 
we elosed with a song to Mrs. MaeGay, who we were all glad eould be with us. 

Following the luneheon were the class day exercises held in the study 
hall. Cae and Kava officers for next year were announced after the athletic 
awards were distributed. For Cae, Myrna MeElliiney will hold offiiee as 
president and Carol Robinson, viee-president. Judy Kellogg will be president 
of Kava and Louise Caei will be viee-president. 

The program was then taken over by the senior class under the conduction 
(f Jean Holt. The Class Prophecy was read by Jean Mellwraitli, a humorous 
poem was read by Merey Haskell, and Judy Streeter read the Class Will. The 
days events were then elosed by the singing of the Undergrad and Senior songs. 

J. A.S. 


AWARDS 
CLUB CUPS 


Hockey Kava 

Basketball Kava 

Swimming Cae 

Softball Cae 


INDIVIDUAL AWARDS 


Ping Pong Pamela Hollingworth 

Badminton Pamela Hollingworth 

Neatness (house) Thalia Johnson 

(hall) Marlaine Augustin — Barbara Scobie 

Tennis Cup Judith Kellogg 

Posture Cup Barbara Seobie 


LIFE SAVING AWARDS 


Roberta Johnson 
Mary Lou Kilbcurn 
Judy Kellogg 

Margo Wilke 


Myrna MeElliiney 
Virginia Miner 
Josette Racine 


R.H. AWARDS 

Given for athletie ability, athletie offiees, posture, sportsmanship and neatness. 


Cae 

Pamela Hollingworth 
Cynthia Irelan 
Roberta Johnson 
Thalia Johnson 
Jean Mellwraitli 


Kava 

Cynthia Dadmun 
Merey Haskell 
Karlyn Herrhammer 
Anne Wellesley Howes 
Judy Kellogg 











Virginia Miner 
Judy Streeter 
Murney Tyler 


SCHOOL NOTES 


Lillian Kennedy 
Marguerite Steen 
Kay Wallace 
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COMMENCEMENT OPERETTA 

This year, instead of the usual commencement play, the school presented 
one of Gilbert and Sullivan’s delightful operettas — “Patience.” 

The costumes of the Maidens and the colorful uniforms of the Dragoons 
added greatly to the whole, not to mention the magnificent scenery, created 
by the art class and Miss Dickey. 

The Operetta went off smoothly, largely due to the combined efforts of 
the Dramatics and Glee Clubs under the efficient direction of Mrs. Lee and 
Miss LeButt. And . . . judging by the enthusiastic comments of the audience 
after the performance, it was extremely popular with all ! 


CAST OF CHARACTERS 


Colonel Caverly 

Major Murgatroyd 

Lieut, the Duke of Dunstable [ 

Reginald Bunthorne — A Fleshly Poet. . 
Archibald Grosvenor — An Idyllic Poet 

Mr. Bunthorne’ s Solictor 

The Lady Angela 

The Lady Saphir 

The Lady Ella 

The Lady Jane 

Patience, A Dairymaid . . . 


\ Officers 
J of the 
\ Dragoon 
§ Guards 


Rapturous 

Maidens 


Julia Streeter 

.... Myrna McElhiney 

Mercy Haskell 

Jean McIlwraith 

. . Karylyn Herrhammer 

Murney Tyler 

Anne Wellesley Howes 

Roberta Sherman 

Roberta Fielding 

Carol Ganem 

Josette Racine 


RAPTUROUS MAIDENS 


Marlaine Augustin 
Jane Baketel 
Louise Caci 
Cynthia Dadmun 
Nancy Elliott 
Barbara Emmons 
Sandra Fishman 
Elsa Freyer 


Nancy Gray 
Elinor Hosmer 
Roberta Johnson 
Thalia Johnson 
Lillian Kennedy 
V irginia Miner 
Barbara Scobie 
Cecelia Smith 
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DRAGOON GUARDS 


Anne Adams 
Cynthia Burrage 
Beverly Cooke 
Judith Kellogg 
Mary Louise Kilbourn 


Elaine Leary 
Anne Plaisted 


Cornelia Thompson 


Murney Tyler 
Kay Wallace 


Margo Wilke 


Overture played by Demetra Tikellis and Miss LeButt. 
Prompter: Marguerite Steen. 

Assistant: Pamela Hollingworth. 


C.M. A. T. 


COMMENCEMENT 


After the excitement and confusion of Commencement weekend, the realiza- 
tion of the actual Commencement Day was hardly credible to us until we 
heard the familiar strains of “Pomp and Circumstance” and saw the graduating 
class before us on the stage of the gymnasium. 

The speaker this year was the Reverend Herbert Gezork D. D., president 
of the Andover Newton Theological School of Newton. He instilled in the minds 
of the seniors three qualities of character that he desired them to possess: 
curiosity, integrity, serenity. His appealing address was an inspiration to the 
entire audience as well. Mrs. Edith Nourse Rogers, our Congressional representa- 
tive, and president of the Trustees, presented the graduating class with their 
long awaited diplomas. 

The senior class president, Jean Holt, presented Mrs. MacGay with a check 
for new Cae and Kava banners and a start for a television set for the House. 
Mrs. MacGay accepted the gift and told the class that there were three qualities 
which she desired for them: thoughtfulness, kindness, understanding. 

The presentation of the awards, the School Song, a few chords of the 
“Military March ” and another senior class had left Rogers Hall forever, 
carrying with them the high standards of the school. 


C.B. 


AWARDS AND HONORS 

The Underhill Honor — College Preparatory 
Roberta Fielding 


Parsons Award — General Course 
Dorothy Fowler 
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Honor Boll — Average 85 % or above 


Marlaine Augustin 
Cynthia Burrage 
Roberta Fielding 


Anne Wellesley Howes 
Barbara Scobie 
Roberta Sherman 


Helen Hill Award — Mercy Haskell 


Athletic Cup — Lillian Kennedy 
Art Prize — Murney Tyler 


Dramatics — Mercy Haskell 
Carol Ganem 


Music Appreciation — Anne Wellesley Howes 
Bible — Roberta Sherman 
Art Appreciation — Anne Wellesley Howes 
Current Events 

Sandra Fishman — Class and Assembly 
Anne Wellesley Howes — Assembly only 

Splinters 

Poem — Cynthia Irelan 
Honorable Mention — Jean McIlwraith 

Essay — Cornelia Thompson 
Honorable Mention — Kay Wallace 


umnae ±> ews 


Engagements 

Virginia Estelle Hamel to Mr. Andrew Jackson Soule, Jr. of Sheldon, 
Vermont. Mr. Soule is a member of the faeulty of Vergeunes High School, 
Vergennes, Vermont. The wedding will take plaee in June. 

Janiee Smith to Mr. Donald John Post, Jr., of Watertown, Connecticut. 
Mr. Post, who is a brother of Anne Wild Post’s husband, Mr. Reginald Hyde 
Post, is attending Cornell University. The wedding date will be August 16, 1952. 
Mr. and Mrs. Post will make their home in Ithaea, New York. 

Marriages 

August 25, 1951 — Catherine Duane to Mr. Abner Bartlett Stryker, Jr., 
in Belair, Maryland. Mr. Stryker is at Prineeton University. Kitty writes that 
they will live with the Duanes at The Anvil, Kennett Square, Pennsylvania, 
this summer while Bart works for the Sun Oil Company in nearby Delaware. 

February 16, 1952 — Lynn Hamby to Mr. Robert Manfred Messner in Great 
Neek, Long Island, New York. 

Mareli 6, 1952 — Marilyn Morse to Mr. James Henry Harris, Jr., in Toecoa, 
Georgia. 

Mareli 6, 1952 — Emily Palmer to Mr. Jules Berthold DuPeza, Lieutenant, 
junior grade. United States Coast Guard, in Mobile, Alabama. 

April 19, 1952 — Polly Kitehing to Mr. Graham Peters. Mr. and Mrs. Peters 
are living in Daytona Beaeh, Florida. 

June 14, 1952 — Suzanne Granfield to Mr. Regis John Cejrowski in New 
London, New Hampshire. 

June 21, 1952 — Josephine Bishop to Mr. James Ross Sibley in South Bend, 
Indiana. 

June 21, 1952 — Stephanie Winship to Mr. Edward Carsten Balcke, Seeond 
Lieutenant, United States Air Foree, in Orleans, Massachusetts. Mary Franees 
Longley was her only attendant. 


ALUMNAE NEWS 
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Births 

A daughter, Suzanne, to Mr. and Mrs. Henry S. Bowen, Jr., (Virginia 
Baker) on June 24, 1951. 

A son, Ernst Jerome, Jr., to Mr. and Mrs. Ernst Jerome Mensel (Aliee 
“Pixie” Ranger) on January 17, 1952. The Mensels live at 61 Mann Terraee, 
Florence, Massachusetts. 

Twins, Judith Irene and Douglas Allan, to Mr. and Mrs. W. H. Blank, Jr., 
(Bette Rodger) on June 27, 1952. 

A son, Harold Weston, to Mr. and Mrs. Daniel A. Johnson, Jr., (Betty 
Woodruff) on February 13, 1952. 

A son to Mr. and Mrs. Kevin Frawley (Elizabeth Langevin) on Mareh 16, 
1952. 

A daughter, Sara Hill, to Mr. and Mrs. Russell Cameron (Mary Anne 
Leighton) of Norwalk, Connecticut, in Lowell, Massachusetts, on April 2, 1952. 

A son, Arthur Henry Walker, Jr., to Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Henry Walker 
(Marcia Thomas) on April 3, 1952. The Walkers now are living in Groton 
Long Point, Connecticut. 

A son to Mr. and Mrs. Rollin Beach Burton, Jr. (Joanne Fitz). Mr. and 
Mrs. Burton make their home at 96 Short Hills Avenue, Short Hills, New Jersey. 

A daughter, Kathleen, to Mr. and Mrs. Lawrence M. McCartin (Mary Joy 
O’Dea) in Lowell, Massachusetts. 


Deaths 

Mrs. Miles Stand ish Sherrill (Mary Kellogg) of Brookline, Massachusetts. 

Mrs. Frank H. Deal (Helen Robe) in Troy, New York. 

General 

Since our last issue, we have received more news of Ann Edge and her 
interesting position in England. She is Secretary for The Winant and Osier 
Volunteers at Wakefield House, 41 Trinity Square, London, E. C. 3, and her 
job is “to entice American and Canadian college boys and girls,” her father 
writes, “to go to London to do work in the settlement houses in the East End.” 
At this she has been most successful thus far. Ann is staying on in England 
for another year. Her father expects to join her there for the month of September. 

Sandy Eager Metliven has been working in the College Bookstore at 
Bowdoin this winter while her husband resumed his studies there. She writes 
that she had been quite ill, but since an operation this spring, she is fortunately 
mueh better. 

Sue Ringer has twice made the Dean’s List at Colby Junior College this 
year. She is planning to transfer, however, but at the time she wrote, was not 
sure whether she would go to Miami University, Oxford, Ohio, or the University 
of North Carolina. 
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At the instigation cf Dorothy Marden Fairbanks a luncheon for Rogers 
Hall alumnae was held on April 1 at the Town Lyne House in Lynnfield, 
Massachusetts. The purpose was to create interest among the alumnae in the 
Lowell-Boston area in supporting and working for the school. Dot was sponsor- 
ing at that time a bridge party to be held in the gym, followed by a tea in 
the hail dining room, later in the spring. The luncheon was a great success and 
ranch fun. A goodly number were there, the food was excellent, and the en- 
thusiasm sincere. The bridge party was also a hit and much amusement was 
aroused by the drawing of prizes in a raffle. Also the party was the means 
of introducing several people to Rogers Hall who had never known the school. 

Another and greater honor has been given to Harriet “Casey” Callaway 
at Connecticut College. During her Freshman year she was president of North 
Cottage. This year she has served as vice-president of the Sophomore Class. 
Next year she is to be president of the Junior Class! She lias also taken part 
in the Sophomore Competitive Play this year. When she hasn’t been busy 
with all these activities, “Casey” has been working hard on her child develop- 
ment major. Each week she has spent, a few hours teaching swimming to 
students at the Mystic Oral School. Quite a girl, our “Casey!” 

A letter from Elizabeth Spaulding Bohmrich tells us that she is living 
at 1 Thompson Place, Larchmont, New York. Her husband is a Secretary in 
the United Nations and in that capacity spent several months during this past 
year in Europe. The Bohmrichs have four children. 

Alice Faulkner Hadley writes that she is building a house right opposite 
Louise Ramsdell Estey in New Port Richey, Florida. They were both members 
of the Class of 1902. 

In May Pauline Jones was graduated from Marjorie Webster Junior 
College, where she majored in art and physical education. She was also elected 
to the national Dramatic Fraternity. Other Rogers Hall girls graduating this 
year were Elizabeth Everett from Rosemont College, Margarita Filer from 
Pine Manor Junior College, Helen Gosnell from Keuka College, Sandra Hall 
from Colby Junior College, Sylvia Sisson from Simmons College, Betty Lou 
Wise from Wheaton College, and Barbara Smith from Swarthmore College. 
Barbara, better known as “Rusty,” was very active at Swarthmore, where 
she wrote and directed the play presented by the Hamburg Club, was a member 
of the Mortar Board, and president of the Little Theatre Club. She majored 
in English literature. This summer “Rusty” is taking a position with the 
Burke Marketing Research Company in Philadelphia as a field investigator. 

“Rusty’s” sister, “Debby” Smith, who is at Smith College, will major 
in organic chemistry next year. “Debby” is to work on a ranch in the Adiron- 
dacks this summer taking care of the horses. She should be perfectly happy 
doing that, as horses have always been her first love. 

Constance Qua Gillespie, who lives in Australia, has been in Lowell with 
her small daughter visiting her father, The Honorable Stanley Qua. Carolyn 
Parchert Anderson is also expected to return to this country for a visit during 
the summer. Carolyn’s home is in England. 


ALUMNAE NEWS 
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Founder’s Day was a great oeeasiou this year. About sixty-five alumnae 
and their children came for the usual wonderful lobster and chicken salad 
luneheon. The entertainment was a bit different this year. It consisted of a 
dance given by the school Modern Dance Group, a one-act play presented by 
the Dramatics Club, and an exhibition of life-saving techniques by the swim- 
ming class. The only lack was Mrs. MacGav’s absence. She, unfortunately, 
was in the Lowell General Hospital recovering from an operation for a ruptured 
disk in her spine. Several alumnae who had come from a distance, however, 
were able to visit her in the hospital. The Class of 1951 made a great effort to 
be here, Louise Lee coming the longest distance from Stephens College in 
Missouri. It was wonderful to have so many here and we were most grateful. 
In Mrs. MaeGay ’s absence, Miss Ramsay greeted the guests, read a welcoming 
letter from Mrs. MaeGay and presented Julia Stevens with a eorsage in 
appreciation of her long and continued devotion to Rogers Hall and the 
Alumnae Association. 

On Founder’s Day we learned that Lynne Patriek is now working in 
Hartford for the Connecticut Regional Blood Program ; that Carol Martin 
Prichard lias three daughters — Joan at Wellesley College, Susan at Wheaton 
College, and Linda in the Nashua Junior High Sehool; also that Mary Harriet 
Worthen Duggan is the incoming president of the Seton Guild of Lowell for 
1952-1953; and that Margaret Sellger was eleeted lioekey manager at Adelphi 
College. “Midge” and her family have recently moved from New York to 
North Carolina where their address is 519 Front Street, Belhaven. 

Jean MaeGay Curtiss was at school for Commencement. She was visiting 
her mother for a short time, having flown on from her present home in Palo 
Alto, California, to attend her tenth reunion at Smith College. It was Barbara 
Marden Wilson’s class, also, so Jean and Barbara went together. Jean did come 
back to Lowell after the reunion was over, but her visit here was not able to 
be very long. We are hoping that she will come again soon. 

Recent alumnae will be interested to hear of the marriage of Miss Susan 
K. Dickey to Mr. John Dyckman Dederer of Wappingers Falls, New York, 
in Whalom, Massachusetts, on June 28, 1952. Mrs. Dederer has been instructor 
of Physical Education for the past three years at Rogers Hall. The Dederers 
will make their home near Poughkeepsie, New York, where Mr. Dederer is 
associated with the International Business Machine Company. 
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Compliments 

Associated Box Corporation 

New Castle, Pennsylvania 

FACTORIES 

East Chicago, Indiana Neueagle, Pennsylvania 

Martins Ferry, Ohio New Castle, Pennsylvania 

Warren, Ohio Delance, New Jersey 

Good Wood Boxes 

"We don't like Splinters" — in our product 


Brunswick Knitting Yarn Store 

1 Ply Germantown Knitting Worsted 
3 Ply Sweater and Sock Yarn 
All yarns are 100% Virgin Wool 
A Variety of Shades to Choose From 
Mail Orders Promptly Filled 

Samples sent on request 

BRUNSWICK WORSTED MILLS, Inc. 

MOOSUP, CONN. 
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INTERSTATE BAG COMPANY 


Walden, New York 


McKEEN STUDIO 

Your Portrait Photographed for 

SPLINTERS 

Negatives are filed and reorders may he made at any time 


66 MERRIMACK STREET 


HAVERHILL, MASS. 
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"The Gift with a flair 
Made with great care" 

Spindle City Craft Center, Inc. 

winter address 

312 Hildreth Bldg., 45 Merrimack St. 
LOWELL, MASS. 

Tel. Lowell 4-5211 


summer address 

Old Mill Craft Shop 

672 Washington St. (route 127) 
ANNISQUAM, MASS. 

Tel. Gloucester 1655 

(turn left end of route 128) 

Outlet for Handmade Articles - Maintained by Volunteer Service 
Entirely for Benefit of Craftsmen 


Dependable Insurance 
Since 1865 

FRED. C. CHURCH & CO. 

53 CENTRAL STREET, LOWELL 
89 BROAD STREET, BOSTON 

Telephone Lowell 6838 
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OSTERMAN COAL COMPANY 


E. C. Pearson Painting Co v Inc. 
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Interior Decorators and Painting Contractors 


IMPORTED and DOMESTIC PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 
WALLPAPERS AND ENAMELS 


90 HAMPSHIRE STREET 


LOWELL, MASS. 
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Phyllis Shoe Co., Inc. 

Lowell, Mass. 


Manufacturers of Fine Shoes 
Largest Shoe Factory 
In Lowell 

Phyflex Brand 



The BON 


For a fresh outlook on 
the "NEWS" of the 
world, visit our 

JUNIOR 

SHOP 


on the Second Floor 


MARCHE 


LOWELL, MASS. 
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jFowelP s Jgzrgest Fu?~niture House 

Established 188 c 


★ 

FIVE FLOORS OF FURNITURE 

65,000 Square Feet of Display Space 19 Departments 64- Years of Experience 
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WOOD ABBOTT CO. 

ESTABLISHED 1872 

tj 

diamond dJ&erchattts and Jewelers 
135 CENTRAL STREET LOWELL, MASS. 



The House of FASHIONS THAT PLEASE 


Unusual Gifts of All Kinds at Prices to Fit Any Purse 

PRINCE-COTTER 

f ?zvelers 

DIAMOND and GIFT SPECIALISTS 

CLASS BINS, RINGS and NOVELTIES 104 MERRIMACK STREET 

Heating & Cooling Equipment 
— Fuels — 

D. T. SULLIVAN CO. 

15 Prescott St. Tel. 6873 
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JANE TOOHER SPORT CLOTHES, INC. 

71 1 Boylston Street 
Boston 1 6, Mass. 

Official Outfitter for ROGERS HALL 


Merrimack 
Dial 6561 

Middlesex 

2-2881 


SUNSHINE LAUNDRY 
95 BRIDGE ST. 


A SERVICE FOR EVERY NEED 
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C. H. HOBSON & SON 


Qharles T. Marsden 

Electrical Contractor 

Experts in Electrical Illumination 

Specializing in Electric Light 
and Power Installation 

Telephone 2-6653 

21 Chester Si. Lowell, Mass. 


Compliments of 

BRADT BAKERY, INC. 

BAKERS OF FINE CRACKERS 
SINCE 1833 


Whiting St. Lowell, Mass. 


BIRD 

Ke^onseT 

PRODUCTS 




Established 1898 


Telephone 2-477 1 


DOUGLAS & COMPANY, INC. 

SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE AND METAL 
ROOFING 

CORNICE AND SKYLIGHT WORK 


" Approved Bird Roofer" 


147 Rock Street Lowell, Mass. 


A. C. Elliott 


FORD SALES 

Compliments 

and 


SERVICE 

of 

Franklin, New Hampshire 


Telephone 401 -W or 401 -R 

Lowell Top Dyeing & Print Works 

Wrecker Service 


Day and Night 
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Compliments of 

Robert F. Marden John H. Murphy 

(1917 - 1935) 

Marden & Murphy 

J. Vincent Murphy 

Commercial Specialists 

DR. FRANK BRADY 

REAL ESTATE IN ALL ITS BRANCHES 

40 Central Street 

LOWELL, MASS. 

CERTIFIED PUBLIC APPRAISERS 

MALOOF STUDIOS 

MACARTNEY'S 

"Every portrait a masterpiece " 

is the place 

GO 

9-11 Central Street 

for the brands you 

Tel. 2-1110 

KNOW 

Make your appointment early 

Men's Wear Women's Wear 

Compliments of 

“Drink More Milk 

Dr. Boyden Pillsbury 

for Your Better Health” 

Compliments 

of 

THE BARROWS TRAVEL 

GAUMONT BROTHERS 

SERVICE, INC. 

MAIN OFFICE 

Lowell's Leading Radio and Television Store 

62 CENTRAL STREET 

LOWELL, MASS. 

338 MERRIMACK ST. 

Opp. City Hall 

Tel. 9319 
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FINEST OF SEA FOOD 

STATIONERS 

IN SEASON 

GIFT SHOP— TOY SHOP 

“For Your Health' $ Sake , Eat 

Typewriters For Sale and For Rent 

More Fish" 

W. J. HOARE 

Tel. 2-3571 461 Lawrence St. 

G. C. PRINCE & SON 

INC. 

108 MERRIMACK ST. 

DERBY ELECTRIC CO. 

Everything Electrical 

SINCE 1880 

compliments 

of 

• 

40 MIDDLE ST. 

LOWELL, MASS. 

HARVEY, HARVEY, and 
WALSH 


One hundred and eleven years a prescription store 

DILLON 

F. and E. BAILEY & CO. 

for 

“Trended Q leaning" 

J. E. O’Brien, Registered Pharmacist, Mgr. 
Prescription Specialists 

EAST MERRIMACK ST. 

79 Merrimack St. 19 John St 

Lowell, Mass. 

Greeting cards for all members of the 
family for all seasons of the year. 

PHOTO FINISHING 

• 

THOMPSON’S SKI CABIN 

DONALDSON'S 

254 Merrimack Street 

LOWELL, MASS. 

"On the Sunny Side of Merrimack St" 

/ 


SPLINTERS 


XIV 



Compliments of 
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Compliments of 

DR. WM. R. PEPIN 

Compliments 

C. B. COBURN CO. 

Established 1857 

63 MARKET ST. 

fbosel’s 

C/ INC., OF LOWELL/ 

Compliments 

of 

JOHN YLAHOS 

Wholesale Fruit Dealer 

Compliments 

of 

American Cleaning Co. 

TV e enjoy serving you! 

YELLOW CAB CO. 

Dial 8777 

At the Railroad Station 

Lowell, Massachusetts 
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DR. W. E. PORTER 

Optometrist 
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91 Appleton Street 

Lowell, Massachusetts 

AMALIA 

Compliments of 

TREE SURGEONS, Inc. 

Geo. E. Putnam tr Son Co. 

Specialists in all phases of tree care. 

Wholesale Grocers 

Manchester, Massachusetts 

Telephone 300 

Lowell, Massachusetts 
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“I’ve sat in my heaven since the earth began and have seen the degradation 
of the earth beneath me. Man was born to build a better world, not to tear 
down the one that God has created! Time and again he has valiantly fought 
for his country, but the result has invariably been the ruination of another’s. 
Does man never learn from failure? He constantly repeats the errors of his 
brother. Since the beginning of time, I have seen man, with evil aspirations, 
grasp for his own self the most precious possessions of his fellow man, his 
life and his liberty. Is he blind who cannot see that it is he whom he is destroying ? 

“I’ve watched with astonishment the changing of the seasons from white 
to silver, from green to gold. Rarely have I seen man stop to gaze at the eternal 
beauty of his world. Rarely have I seen him truly appreciative of God’s gifts 
to him in his world. Of course, I understand that the universe must change 
with time, but must it change for the worse? This is a question that has 
troubled me. 

“Because of my ability to sail smoothly through the sky' to travel through- 
out the world, I have discerned the same tragedy of man in not one, but in 
all countries. From my seat in the sky where Paradise is but a few steps 
higher, I can contemplate the past, the present, and the future. 

“Although man has failed miserably in his attempt to discover the secret 
of life, in one way he has almost succeeded. He has worshiped God. In this 
piety he has almost reached the perfection of life; however, he has defeated 
his purpose by defying himself as well as God by hating his enemy. If only 
I could soar down from iny lofty position and whisper the answer into the 
ear of man, but he must eventually learn through failure, although centuries 
may elapse before this realization becomes known to him. 

“Now I watch another generation pass beneath me, hoping, praying 
that this will bring man to his senses, that he will look up at my whiteness on 
one of those clear days that only my Master can design and show to me that 
he has learned his lesson. If this is not the generation, I can wait, for I go 
on forever.” 




A TRIBUTE TO THE SEA 

How can I describe the sea, 

So wondrous, so eternally free, 

Pounding with fervor upon the sand. 

For only God can understand 
Why sometimes tranquillity reigns 
And why ferocity it sometimes attains. 

At dawn it sparkles in ecstasy 

As a child enraptured in tearful glee. 

At night, engulfed in the palpable dark, 

It’s surrounded by only emptiness stark. 

Beating endlessly on the shore, 

The gallant sea and the rocks once more 
Glow in the sunlight of tomorrow’s dream 
And capture my heart with their beauty supreme. 

Cynthia Burrage, ’53 

MY SEA 

I don’t suppose that many people would consider this short story of 
mine a very outstanding experience; nevertheless, to me it was something I 
shall never forget, as long as I can remember . . . 

The night was cold, even though it was the beginning of September. The 
next day I was leaving the beach for New York. My heart sank when I thought 
of going back to the hot, grimy city, which could never compare with my 
paradise of sand and sea. And, as it was my last night, I wanted to say good-bye 
to the ocean and the massive shore I’d known so long. 

The crisp, salty air felt wonderful as it blew on my face and rustled my 
hair. And as I walked along the shore, my bare feet sank into the damp sand. 
The foamy little waves splashed around my ankles with a tingling coolness. 
Far out, the sea was still, and the full moon, high in the clear, black sky, 
shed a silvery path that glided across the water like fairy feet. 

There, alone on the deserted beach, I felt closer to God than ever before. 
I suddenly knew His greatness as I looked up into this celestial kingdom and 
gazed with wonder at its beauty; I felt His presence with me there beside the 
water’s edge. I knew He listened to my prayer that starry night when it seemed 
as if no one could ever know the peace and contentment that was there, down 
by the sea. I knew He heard it, for my faith in Him was strong, and within 
my heart He told me that I would soon return to my eternal sea. 

Marlaine Augustin, ’55 
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CONCEPT OF DEATH 

Death is an eternity, which men of all races, creeds, and colors inevitably 
explore. Every man is welcomed into this state of unknown. Some men die 
heroically, with only the good of their country in mind; yet others die like 
cowards, afraid to face the bitter stings of reality. No matter how their death 
occurs, they all follow the same path and walk slowly in the footprints of 
others who have preceded them through the gate of life and death. The destiny 
of all is the same death. 

What is death to us? To many it is the end of existing with one’s comrades 
and ceasing to love. It is the blackness and abyss into which we all shall fall 
when our physical functions are completed and we cease to breath. They 
believe that they are no more; they are only dust and decay to be forgotten. 
Is this the view to choose? Who can say? Each living soul must consider 
death, and come to his own conclusion ; but I do not choose this view. I believe 
that peace and happiness are the results of this debated subject. Our souls 
live on in eternity, and only our physical anatomy ceases to function. Here, 
we will find our dreams, hopes, and ideals. There will be no persecution or 
discrimination, no hatred or war. None of the bad traits, which are found on 
earth will be here, for this is paradise. 

Elinor Hosmer, ’55 
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NOW THANK WE ALL OUR GOD 

Mrs. Lane sat by the window knitting. Outside, the cold November wind 
howled around the house making the forsaken leaves jump wildly to and fro. 
She sat quietly for a long time; then picked up the telegram beside her and 
read it over for the fourth time. It still said the same thing. “Lt. John J. Lane 
killed in action.” Looking out the window she wondered what she would 
tell Johnny. Thanksgiving was just around the corner. Ironic that it should 
happen now she thought. “What have we to be thankful for anymore!” 
Suddenly her reverie was interrupted by the slamming of a door and a small, 
brown-eyed, pink-cheeked boy dashed into the room. “Mum, Mum, I’m home,” 
he said. 

“Hello, dear. How was school?” she said trying to keep the tremor that 
was rising in her throat from showing. 

“It was okay. I have to write about what I have to be thankful for at 
Thanksgiving. I have lots to be thankful for, don’t I, Mum? Some kids don’t 
have a nice house or enough to eat and some can’t walk or run and some don’t 
even have a mother and a father. What’s the matter? Why are you crying? 
Don’t you have anything to be thankful for?” 

Mrs. Lane gathered her son into her arms and wiped her tears away. 
“Yes, Johnny,” she said, “I have lots to be thankful for; I just forgot for a 
minute.” After a moment she said, “Why don’t you run upstairs and change 
your clothes and then you and I can go for a walk.” 

In a few minutes he came down and they started out together. The air 
was brisk and windy and the leaves made a crisp crunchy sound as they 
walked over them. Several times Mrs. Lane started to tell him but she just 
couldn’t seem to finish. After a long lapse of silence Johnny spoke quietly. 
“It’s all right, Mum. I know what you’re trying to say. It’s about Dad. Try 
not to worry. You’ve got me now.” 

In a broken voice Mrs. Lane answered her son saying, “I know everything 
will be all right as long as I have you, Johnny.” 

They walked back to the house silently, the small boy holding his mother’s 
hand, yet, in that moment, he was the stronger' of the two. 

Two days later, on Thanksgiving morning, Johnny and his mother went 
to church. As the choir marched in, the congregation stood and raised their 
voices in Now Thank We All Our God. In that moment Mrs. Lane found 
the courage which she would need in the days to follow. Beside her, Johnny’s 
voice joined with the others as they sang their thanks to God. 

That afternoon Johnny started his composition for school. At the top of 
his paper the title read, Now Thank We All Our God. 


Polly Atwood, ’53 
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STAR LIGHT 

A bright star gleamed 

In the midnight sky — 

I vowed t ’would be my own. 

Yet somehow it died, 

As light will die, 

And I’m left here all alone. 

One cannot just reach 
To grasp a star, 

Nor dare he clasp it too tight. 

It’s flame will sear 
And leave a sear, 

Then vanish in the night. 

Cynthia Ibelan, ’54 
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A WORLD OF PARADISE 


Wispy clouds of sugar cane, 
Winking stars in velvet night, 
Angels voicing sweet refrain, 
Ruby sunsets, golden light — 
A dreamer’s Paradise. 


A crown of jewels upon his head, 
Sparkling silver, gleaming gold, 

A kingdom free from threat and dread, 
A dynasty of old — 

A king’s Paradise. 

Fields of sun-bleached wheat, 

Pattering rain, glowing sun, 

Winter snows, summer heat, 

God’s creation ne’er undone — 

A farmer’s Paradise. 


A humble shack upon a hill, 

The world at constant peace, 

The cup of happiness to fill, 
God’s protection ne’er to cease — 
My Paradise. 


Cynthia Burrage, ’53 
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ON OFFICE TIME 

Scene: One of New York’s typical outer offices. 


Good morning, sir! Whom do wish to see? Mr. Bonnington? But I’ll 
do if he’s busy? Uh — ha — ha — ha (sarcastic laugh). Very amusing, aren’t 
you? You think so? Yes, I thought you would. 

Just a moment while I see if Mr. Bonnington is in. (Pause) 

I’m sorry. Mr. Bonnington is busy and won’t be free for some time. 

When will I be free? I really don’t think that’s any of your business. 
(Indignant) Now I have lots of work to do — what did you say? Mr. Bonnington 
is a slave-driver? He is not! He is a very wonderful man , I’ll have you know. 

I needn’t get so mad? Well, you’d get mad if someone criticised your 
boss. He’s an old bat? Well, you’re some employee to talk about your boss 
that way. If I were him — oh, you have your own business? Well, (weakly) 
Well, you know that was a very mean trick to play on me. If I had known 
you were your own boss, I wouldn’t have stuck up for you that way. 

I do not look cute when I get mad! Now go away! I have lots of — oh, 
I told you that? Well, then, why don’t you leave and stop bothering me? 

I’m bothering you? Well, of all the nerve! What do you mean by a remark 
like that? All I’m trying to do is get a little work done and you have to 
barge in and annoy me to death (breath) and then you have the nerve to 
say I’m bothering you! Thank goodness I don’t lose my temper easily. 

I’ve lost it? Well, of all the colossal nerve ! I — I — I — you — you — you — ohhh ! 
I wish you’d leave! 

What? I’d rather starve than eat with an egotistical person like you! 
Now please go ! 

I needn’t act so uppity? Who’s acting uppity? I’m not! I am not! 

If I don’t have lunch with you, you’ll what? Jump in the river? Well, 
make sure you wear your waterwings. I ’d hate to be left with a guilty conscience. 
I do not care! No, I wouldn’t miss you if you were the last man on earth! 
Stop jumping at conclusions! 

Now look, for the fifth and final time, no ! The answer is no. N-O. If you 
want me to write it out so you can see what it looks like in writing I will, 
but the answer is no. I never make dates on office time. 

Well, really. Now you’re getting personal. Well, if you must know — in a 
house. Now will you please leave? Not until you get my number? Well, if that 
will get rid of you, all right. Trafalgar 4-1128. Satisfied? Thank goodness! 
You’ll call at eight? Make it eight in the morning. I’m usually on the bus 
on my way to work then. Good-bye ! 

(She waits till he’s gone and picks up the ’phone.) 

Manhattan 2-9000. Hello, Paula? Guess what? The cutest man just came 
into the office to see Mr. Bonnington. Yes ! No ! Of course not. No, of course 
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I didn’t tell him Mr. Bonnington’s in Florida. Do you think I’m crazy or 
something? What did I do? (chuckle) Oh, I’ll tell you on the way home from 
work, but this much I can tell yon now. He is very good-looking and very 
perservering. Yes! He mentioned something about calling tonight. What did 
I say? Oh, I can’t remember. I probably said that it would be nice, or something 

like that. But I certainly hope he calls! Ohhhh, Paul ! He’s sooooooo 

wonderful ! 


Nancy Gray, ’53 
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UNDER THIS STONE 

Under this stone of cold hard gray, 
Beaten by wind and rain, 

Lies a man of fortune and wealth, 
Oblivious to sorrow and pain. 

He never knew real tragedy, 

He was never overcome by fear, 

There were no trials, no tribulations, 
Just success year after year. 

Poverty never knocked at his door, 

He did not know the meaning of strife — 
Under this stone lies a man 
Who only half lived his life. 


Helen Yafa, ’55 


EPITAPH 

I have a friend, or had a friend, 

For today he left the earth. 

And now, for the first time 
I appreciate his worth. 

Now, for the very first time 
Do I realize how great was my friend, 
But why did I not realize 
Before his life came to its end. 

I disregarded his kindness 
And the wise things he used to say. 
Now I’m deeply saddened, 

My friend has gone away. 


Cecelia Smith, ’55 
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KATHRYN BRILLE 

Born 1838 Died 1852 

My life was over too soon — 

I did not feel true love 
or learn the meaning of hate. 

Fourteen years was I, 
dreaming of the years that lay ahead, 
when for no reason at all, 

I found that I was dead. 

Why was it that I died? 

No harm or good I’d done. 

Curious to know what, 
curious to know where, 

my fate on earth would be, 
if only I weren’t dead — 

Here I lie, still, but uneasy, 

Sylvia Wilson, ’55 


Our “Spoon River Anthology” 
with apologies to Edgar Lee Masters. 
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THIS ... IS THIS CHRISTMAS? 

Tinsel, trees, decorations festooning the streets — 

Gifts, shining ribbons, fancy wrappings — 

Santa Claus, jovial, handing out presents . . . 

I want a doll, a bike, furs, new car . . . 

I want ... Is this Christmas? 

Windows gaudy with Christmas displays . . . 

People jamming the stores, elevators full — 

Toys 5th . . . main floor — all out 

Sale, Christmas rush — the constant ringing of cash registers 
Money, cash ... Is this Christmas? 

Soldiers in a foxhole in Korea 

On Christmas — turkey dinner “with the fixings” — 

Turkey for chow — If we get back 

Jesus ? Lord ? Christ ? . . . what are these ? names to swear by — 
All this ... Is this Christmas? 

Long ago — in a little town 
A baby born in a stable — bearer of peace, love 
A baby bom to save the world — 

The Son of God . . . His Birthday — 

This ... Is Christmas. 


Cornelia Thompson, ’54 


I 

I BELIEVE 


God is, 

Religion is, 

Although we do not see. 

And yet they are so close to us, 
Certain. 


Louise Caci, ’53 
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THE KEY 

The door was locked. It had been locked for many years. It had been 
locked for centuries. Men tried to break it down. They failed. Year after year 
it became stronger, never once decaying as old things do. When they failed 
with their brawn, they tried to be clever, as men will. It only managed to 
mystify them, and make them curse it. Women tried their age-old weapon, 
tears. But the lock scorned them, too. Few children tried beating it with 
their childish fists; instead they left it for themselves to cope with when 
they reached adulthood. They failed then, too. 

The door is still locked. Someday — today, tomorrow, next year, or maybe 
never — it will be opened to them. I say, but I’m not sure, it will be a child 
that opens the door to the world. A child, because in children’s ignorance of 
life — or perhaps in their innocence — they have not learned to hate. For love 
is the only key to the lock in the door of peace. 


Cynthia Irelan, ’54 
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THE WORLD AND ME 

In this great big wonderful world of ours, where there always seems to 
be a war, or threats of war ; where somebody is always concocting some fabulous 
new gadget, or some deadly weapon ; where somebody is always arousing the 
public’s opinion to what the government is doing, or what it is not doing, 
are many insignificant people who have to listen and worry about what is 
going to happen next. 

I am one of those insignificant people of this world of ours. Actually, 
I am lost in the shuffle. I will never be famous and predict war, or even 
carry a gun into battle. I will not invent some fabulous gadget or deadly 
weapon. I will never stand on a soapbox, and tell everyone how the world 
should be run. 

"When you look at life this way, I am definitely a small and meaningless 
person. However, I have this to comfort me: if it were not for people like 
me there would be nobody to elect these men who keep the world in a constant 
turmoil. There would be nobody to fight these wars. There would be nobody 
to listen to the fiery disturber. 

Yes, quite important, unimportant me ! 

Carol Robinson, ’53 


FAITH 

In this maddening, steady whirl, 
This endless pace we trod, 

It seems that there be no time 
For us to speak with God. 

Yet in the deafening subway 
Or on the thoroughfare 
I often speak with Him, 

And He is always there. 

We need not empty silence, 

We need no church to pray — 
Just a little thought to God 
Will speed us on our way. 

So in our pace from day to day 
Utter a word of prayer — 

It’s a person-to-person to God, 
And He is always there. 


Cynthia Irelan, ’54 
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THIS YEAR 

Summer, Winter, Spring, and Fall — 

Yes, I know them, one and all. 

They are by God ordained 

Like the sun, moon, cloud, and rain. 

My year begins with Spring 

When the birds start to sing. 

The air smells fresh and sweet 
And my heart begins to beat. 

Summer follows soon and fast 

But before I know it, it has passed. 

Blossoms bloom in every field 

And early crops begin to yield. 

Next comes Fall and colored leaf, 

And with this beauty I lose my grief. 

The farmer starts his harvest 

And all the earth begins to rest. 

Winter is so cold and white 

It seems like one long extended night. 

It is a period of sleep 

When the snow piles high and deep. 

The globe spins round and round 

With ne’er a whisper, ne’er a sound. 

The seasons fly on by an by 

And my heart begins to sigh: 

Summer, Winter, Spring, and Fall 
Yes, I know them, one and all. 

They are the seasons of every year 

And with my age they grow more dear. 


Shirley Jo Arn, ’54 
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WINTER’S SYMBOL 

Drifting aimlessly . . . 
it comes . . . 

Mounting deeper and deeper . . . 

it grows . . . 

Cold and wet . . . 

it freezes . . . 

Soft and white . . . 

its beauty; 

Winter’s symbol . . . 

the snow . . . 


Marlaine Augustin, ’55 
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GOD’S CHILD 


It was almost dark when she left school that day and the penetrating 
wind persuaded Greta to pull her shabby coat tighter over her numbed body. 
If it hadn’t been for her elation, which resulted from her receiving 100% 
in spelling, the Austrian cold might have incited her to quicken her step. 
However, she skipped gaily along, singing merrily to herself, despite the wet 
snow blowing in her face and obstructing her view of the familiar cobbled 
street with the houses hugging its sides as if to protect it from any outward 
violence. 

As she passed the church, she wondered if her mother were inside, but 
of course she’d be at home by now, preparing the evening meal of bread and 
cheese and maybe even some delicious pork scraps. How her papa used to 
like those! Though things had been different when he was alive. “If only 
we could have all the food now as we had then,” she thought. “Why I remember 
times when I couldn’t even finish all the potato and meat, nor drink all the 
milk.” Milk? That was too precious for girls in the sixth grade to drink. 
Only the very small members of her family, such as Otto and Hilda, could 
enjoy milk. The thought of food hastened Greta ’s skip to a slow run. ‘ ‘ Supper 
will certainly taste good after this cold walk!” 

She pondered the philosophical words the teacher had spoken in school 
that day: “You are God’s children and He will protect you from the enemy 
you now fear.” How, she wondered, could God protect her? Hadn’t He taken 
her father away and left her poor Mama to bring up five hungry children? 
This she couldn’t comprehend. She was a devout and very serious child, and 
as her mother often said, she thought too much about things that were either 
indescribable or inexplicable. Greta was extremely fond of her school teacher, 
and therefore she remembered her every word. Now as her thoughts were of 
God, she gazed upward at the dark sky in silent reverence, while the snow 
fell lightly on her upturned face. 

As she turned the comer of her street, she was aware of its obscurity 
and its odd tranquility. With little concern, she ran up the steps to the door 
of her tiny house, glancing at the lighted candle in the window. She pushed 
open the door, calling, “Mamma, it is Greta! I am home at last.” But only 
emptiness answered her happy salutation. She thought her mother must have 
stayed longer at the church and had not yet returned. Wandering into the 
dimly-lit room, she noticed that the table had been set for supper. Suddenly, 
she heard a cry from the adjoining room. Startled, she rushed in, almost 
knocking down Otto who toddled toward her. “Oh, it was only you, Baby 
Otto!” she exclaimed with relief. Upon the realization, however, that he had 
been left alone and appeared frightened, she worried that something had 
happened to her mother. 
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Tearing from one room to another, she could find no sign of violence. 
Where were Hans and Hilda and Jan? They were nowhere to be seen. Panic- 
stricken, Greta went back to Otto, and seizing him in her arms, went to the 
window to watch for her family, who surely must be on the way. 

For several hours she waited, hut they did not come. Having put Otto in 
his room, in which she and Hilda slept, she had just started toward the window 
again, when she noticed on the table a pair of unfamiliar gloves which could 
only have belonged to a Russian soldier! 

Cynthia Burbage, ’53 


WHAT IS A HEART? 

What is that hammer beating in the breast — 

That often seems to bear the name of “Heart”? 

Is it that icy stone that none can pierce? 

Or something warm and tender, loving all? 

Can it, from love as true as ours had been, 

But turn away, as one averts the eyes, 

And once more lay claim to someone’s dreams 
With not a thought to that which could have been? 

Or does it now repent that hasty choice, 

And tenderly recall the happy hours 
When our two hearts kept time as only one, 

And on a star made but a single wish? 

Alas, dear one, your heart is one of stone — 

It turns from love which e’er was meant to be; 

And skipping as a pebble o’er the waves, 

Caresses “love” again . . . 

What is a heart? 


Anne Wellesley Howes, ’54 


DANIEL BOONE’S WIFE 


Everyone of you, I presume, 

Has heard the tale of Daniel Boone. 

But how many of you throughout your life, 

Have heard a story about his wife. 

Now Dan this morning as he had planned 
Went out to hunt in this new land. 

He kissed his wife as he went out the door, 

And his children said good-bye with a roar. 

As the pioneer started on his way, 

He heard his wife’s sweet voice say; 

“Oh, Danny, dear, you must have success, 
Because, you see, I need a new dress.” 

“All right, Miranda, have not a care, 

I’ll bring you back a great big bear.” 

And as he faded out of sight 
Miranda considered her terrible plight. 

How could she appear in church the Sabbath morn, 
Dressed up in a skin that a bear had worn? 

As she was pondering that peculiar sight, 

Her children started with a terrible fright. 

“Oh, mother, oh, mother,” they began to yell, 
“An Indian is coming out of the dell.” 

The latch was lifted without a sound, 

And in came an Indian, tall and brown. 

All were frightened, then they saw, 

It was only their friend, Chief Ottowa. 

He raised his right hand and made a slight bow, 
Then looked at them all and calmly said, “How.” 

The little Boones answered this man of title, 

For besides being a chief, he was their idol. 

While they were talking so gayly together 
All Miranda could see was his blanket and feather. 

“Oh, Chiefy, dear,” Miranda did say, 

“What a lovely blanket you have on today. 
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“And as for that feather you have on your head, 

I’d even give up my soft feather bed.” 

“Oh, it’s just an old rag,” he softly did coo, 

“But if you would like them I’ll give them to you.” 

Off tramped the chief, as happy as a lark, 

For him there would be no bed of hard bark. 

While in the cabin the family did dance, 

For Miranda had won upon taking a chance. 

Pamela Hollingworth, ’54 


INFIDELITY 


Death is . . . 

Lifelessness. It 

Is the way you feel when 

One ceases to believe in you. 


Lost faith. 


Pamela Hollingwotrh, ’54 


RAIN . . . 

Cold bitter tears fall from the sky, 

Cold bitter tears falling — and I??? 

I walk through them — I walk in the rain. 

I walk and I pray you’ll come back again. 

I ’ll never know why — no, never, I fear — 

Why that day the rain brought us no cheer. 

We used to love it — we’d wander all day. 

Funny — that “things” should happen “that” way: 

That you’d think she loved you more than I. 

Funny — these teardrops from the sky. 

Anne Wellesley Howes, ’54 


23 


DILEMMA 

(It was when the driver of a coal truck stopped at her driveway that Mrs. 
Wood stepped out into the yard.) 

Driver : Coal, lady ? 

Mrs. Wood: (Sweetly) No — Wood. 

Driver: (Looking dismayed) I said coal. 

Mrs. Wood: (She steps forward) Cole? No — Wood. (Her brow wrinkles and 

presently she says thoughtfully ) Ah ! Now I know what you mean. 
Go down the street to that house, and speak to the lady there. 
(She gives him a friendly smile and points to a house a distance 

away.) 

Thank you, ma’am. (He walks to the other house.) (Loudly) 
Coal, lady? (He walks slowly to the porch where a lady sits, but 
he stands a good distance from her.) 

(In a deep bass voice.) Yes. (She does not move.) 

(With a relieved look on his face he points to the truck of cool. 
It is parked where Mrs. Cole cannot see it.) Where shall I put it ? 

Mrs. Cole: (Curiously) Put what? 

Driver: (Now he pushes his hat back on his head and holds his hands 

to his forehead.) Coal. (He speaks harshly.) 

Mrs. Cole: (Indignantly) Young man, just what are you talkiiig about? 

Driver: (He sways slightly.) I am trying to deliver this truck full of 

coal to somebody in this neighborhood. 

Mrs. Cole: (Haughtily) But I ordered wood. 

Driver: (Impatiently) (He screams at the top of his lungs.) Wood! 

Mrs. Wood: (She is now walking slowly over to her friend, Mrs. Cole, and the 
driver.) Yes? 

Driver: (He turns around like a flash of lightning.) What do YOU want? 

Mrs. Wood: (Sweetly.) Didn’t I hear you say Wood? 

Driver: (His face is flushed and he staggers.) What kind of a neighborhood 

is this? Wood — no, Cole! Coal — no, wood! I’ll never drive in this 
direction again. In fact, I’m giving up this job. (He jumps into 
his truck and dashes away.) (Mrs. Wood and Mrs. Cole stand 
motionless and speechless.) 


Driver : 

Mrs. Cole : 
Driver : 


Ellen Watson, ’53 


THE SEASONS 

Autumn 

My crown is of the deepest blue, 

My gown is amber, red, and gold, 

My shoes are made of soft brown felt, 

My spirit is strong and bold. 

Winter 

My crown is now of misty gray, 

My gown of satin is purest white, 

My shoes are made of finest crystal, 

My spirit is calm and light. 

Spring 

My crown has changed to powder blue, 

I wear a new gown of pale green. 

My shoes are brocaded with new born flowers, 
My spirit is fresh and keen. 

Summer 

My crown of blue is flecked with white, 

My gown is like the green of the sea, 

My velvet shoes are emerald green, 

My spirit is gay and free. 

Jane Baketel, 


’53 



umnae 



ews 


Engagements 

Cynthia Kellogg to the Reverend Warren Clarke Skipp of New York, 
New York. Mr. Skipp is a member of the staff of St. George’s Protestant 
Episcopal Church, Stuyvesant Square, New York City. 

Jane Partelo to Mr. Donald C. Taylor of Lowell, Massachusetts. Mr. Taylor 
is now serving with the United States Navy, stationed at Solomons, Maryland. 

Elizabeth Reilly to Mr. Franklin A. Steele of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. In 
June Mr. Steele will be graduated from the University of Virginia Law School. 
A spring wedding is planned. 

Beverly Watt to Mr. David P. Ingalls of Bradford, Massachusetts. Mr. 
Ingalls is employed by the Hercules Powder Plant in Wilmington, Delaware. 
Beverly is now a member of the secretarial staff at the Massachusetts Institute 
of Technology in Cambridge. 

Dorothy Winship to Mr. Robert Bee Lewis of Wilmington, Delaware. Mr. 
Lewis attends Lehigh University. The wedding will take place August 29, 1953. 

Marriages 

August 16, 1952 — Sylvia Sisson to Mr. Thomas Frederick Hart in Potsdam, 
New York. 

August 16, 1952 — Janice Smith to Mr. Donald John Post, Jr., in Swampscott, 
Massachusetts. Anne (Wild) Post and Harriett Callaway were in the bridal 
party. Mr. and Mrs. Post are at home at 122 Grandview Court, Ithaca, New 
York, where Mr. Post is attending Cornell University. 

September 6, 1952 — Joan Sutherland to Mr. George Bachelder Gerrish in 
Naugatuck, Connecticut. 

October 5, 1952 — Cynthia Mooberry to Mr. Peter Kinsale Bartholomew in 
New York, New York. Mr. and Mrs. Bartholomew are to make their home in 
Hong Kong, British Crown Colony, where Mr. Bartholomew has taken a position. 

October 5, 1952 — Katherine Safford to Mr. George Irvin Harris in Cam- 
bridge, Massachusetts. 

December 6, 1952 — Helen Owen to Mr. James Frye II in Grosse Pointe, 
Michigan. Judy (Shepard) Pidgeon was maid of honor. 

December 27, 1952 — Susan Abbott to Mr. Harlan Page Kelsey III in 
Topsfield, Massachusetts. 
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Births 


Twins, Judith Irene and Douglas Allan, to Mr. and Mrs. Wesley Howard 
Blank, Jr., (Bette Rodger) on June 27, 1952. 

A son, Christopher Scott, to Mr. and Mrs. Eugene Francis Kilham (Eliza- 
beth Scalise) on July 22, 1952. 

A son, Michael Scott, to Mr. and Mrs. John Scott Andrews (Judith Enos) 
in September 1952. The Andrews now live at 18 D Hayes Avenue, Mathies 
Manor, Chicopee Falls, Massachusetts. 

A son, Abner Bartlett Stryker III, to Mr. and Mrs. Abner Bartlett Stryker, 
Jr., (Catherine Duane) of Kennett Square, Pennsylvania. 

A daughter, Alison, to Mr. and Mrs. Robert C. Deigert (Joan Thomas) 
on October 23, 1952. 

A daughter, Edith Romaley, to Mr. and Mrs. H. Donald Wilson (Mary 
Louise Baron) on November 3, 1952. The Wilsons live in South Woodstock, 
Connecticut. 

A daughter, Elizabeth Wendell, to Mr. and Mrs. Charles Keefe (Jeanne 
Butman) on November 6, 1952 in Los Angeles, California. 

A daughter, Charlotte Treadwell, to Mr. and Mrs. Charles Pearson III 
(Priscilla Warren) on December 20, 1952. 

A daughter, Mary Louise, to Mr. and Mrs. Andre C. Reggio (Elizabeth 
Dowse) of Harvard, Massachusetts, on January 11, 1953. 

A daughter, Sarah Gail, to Mr. and Mrs. Erich Schmitt (Millicent Lawrence) 
on January 29, 1953. 

General 

Since our last issue several alumnae have visited school. During the summer 
Emily Ann (Cowles) Hutson, Dorothy (Sebastian) Hill, and Dorothy (Tremble) 
Ruliffson came to see us. Lillian Kennedy and Judy Streeter of the class of 
1952 spent weekends here recently, Lillian having come East from Nevada 
as she hopes to enter Katherine Gibbs School in New York. Other members 
of their class who have been visitors this fall are Kay Wallace, Ginny Miner, 
Kay Welch, Roberta Fielding, and Nancy Harvey. Harriet Callaway has also 
been here several times. 

An announcement that Joan Macdonald is again on the Dean’s list at Smith 
College has been received. Last spring Sue Abbott was also on the Dean’s list 
at the University of New Hampshire. 

Feather Fairbanks has been elected Secretary of the Athletic Association 
at Hood College. 

This fall Ruth Bailey transferred from Centenary Junior College to 
Wheelock College; Margaret Sellger from Adelphi College to East Carolina 
College; and Sue Ringer from Colby Junior College to the Women’s College, 
University of North Carolina. 
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In October Martha Stahl was graduated from Colegio Americano de 
Guatemala. She was active in extracurricular affairs while there, being president 
of the student council, editor in chief of the school annual and assistant director 
of dramatics. 

Jeanne Wise writes that she had a wonderful trip to Europe last spring 
and loved it all. After a summer of relaxation, she went back to work and is 
now with Eastman, Dillon and Company, New York City. She is also going 
to school at night at the Institute of Finance. That sounds like quite a program ! 

Betty Lou Wise drove to California with several other Wheaton girls 
last summer. They went out via the southern route and returned by way of 
Lake Louise and the northern route. Patty Lynch, who teaches at Walnut Hill 
School, did much the same thing last summer with three other faculty members 
and she told us that it was loads of fun and a marvelous experience. 

Mr. Sigurd S. Larmon, president of Young and Rubicam, New York 
advertising agency, and husband of Katherine (Steen) Larmon has been ap- 
pointed by President Eisenhower as a member of an eight-man committee to 
plot a “unified and dynamic’ ’ psychological warfare strategy in the “cold war” 
with the Soviet Union. Mr. Larmon will represent Harold E. Stassen, Director 
of Mutual Security, on the committee. The group is officially called the Presi- 
dent’s Committee on International Information Activities. 

Helen Fogg, director of the Child and Youth Projects Department of 
the USC, who was one of the originators of the Bremen Neighborhood House, 
returned this fall from Germany where she had been attending a series of 
conferences with the Board of the Neighborhood House and with the Executive 
Director of the Arbeiter-Wohlfahrt to plan the USC’s 1953 program in Germany. 

Kay Wallace was elected president of her House at Syracuse University 
and Sue Robertson was elected librarian representative of her house, Groveside, 
at Pine Manor Junior College. 

Mr. and Mrs. Henry Mooberry, Jr., (Evelyn Davidoff) are living in Great 
Neck, Long Island, New York. 

The following alumnae relatives are now in school: Cynthia Burrage, 
daughter of Mattie (Fox) Burrage; Sara Lea Callaway, sister of Harriett 
Callaway; Nina and Polly Duane, twin sisters of Kitty (Duane) Stryker; 
Elinor Hosmer, daughter of Esther (Fisher) Hosmer; Judy Kellogg, sister 
of Cynthia Kellogg; Barbara Ann Morse, daughter of Barbara (Macartney) 
Morse; and Carol Robinson, daughter of Geneva (Williams) Robinson. We 
like to have alumnae daughters, sisters, cousins, and nieces in our group. Why 
not make a real effort to interest them in coming to us? 

Betsy Lamb did not return to Sarah Lawrence. She is now studying at The 
Museum School in Toledo and taking courses in international relations and 
political science at the University of Toledo. 
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Sandy (Eager) Methven is living at Paces Ferry Tower, Apartment #227, 
Atlanta, Georgia. Sandy’s husband is pleased with his position in a large 
construction company while she keeps busy working for The Retail Credit 
Company. 

Edith (Lewis) Grodin wrote to Mrs. MacGay from a most interesting and 
fascinating spot far removed from the path of the average traveler, an Army 
Air Force Base at Asmara, Eritrea, Northeast Africa. Imagine having two 
perfect servants who work from 7 :30 A.M. to 8 :30 P.M., the man for $17 
and the weaker sex for $10.50 per month! Also to live in a climate that “is 
always October” must be heavenly. 

The Class of 1952 is represented at the following schools and colleges: 
Beverly Cook at the University of Fribourg, Switzerland; Roberta Fielding at 
Wellesley; Sandra Fishman at Jackson; Nancy Harvey and Virginia Miner 
at Wheelock; Jean Holt at Marjorie Webster; Thalia Johnson at Penn Hall; 
Jean Mcllwraith at Scripps; Marjorie Rushton at Sargent; Marguerite Steen 
at Colby Junior College; Judy Streeter at Endicott Junior College; Murney 
Tyler at Skidmore; Kay Wallace at Syracuse University; Kay Welch at D’You- 
ville ; and Margo Wilke at DePauw University. 

Recent graduates will be interested to learn of the engagement of Miss 
Joan Cook to Mr. W. Keith Butler of Salem, Massachusetts. Miss Cook was a 
member of the Rogers Hall faculty before going to Centenary Junior College 
as an instructor of languages. 

An announcement has been received of the birth of a daughter, Lisa Jane, 
to Mr. and Mrs. Ivan Kennedy (Jean Johnston). Mrs. Kennedy is also a 
former member of our teaching staff. She was instructor of Physical Education. 

Last July Mrs. Tremble, our charming and efficient dietitian, retired to 
live in California near her two sons and her beloved grandchildren. As you 
can well imagine, the school suffered a real loss, as those of you who knew 
Mrs. Tremble appreciated all she gave of herself so generously to the school. 
Remember the many times she cooked hamburgers for you over our out-of-door 
grille? Her rare sense of humor and her vital personality over a period of 
thirteen years will always be remembered with the deepest gratitude. Should 
you wish to get in touch with her, her address is 1804 Esplanade, Redondo 
Beach, California. 

It is with deep regret that we announce the sudden death on September 
25, 1952, of Mrs. Elsie V. Hopper, who for the past four years had been in- 
structor of Mathematics at Rogers Hall. The blow, coming only a week after 
the opening of school, left us all bewildered and grief-stricken. Mrs. Hopper 
had contributed much to the life of the school, not only as a fine teacher, but 
as a gracious and loyal member of our staff. The entire school attended a 
very moving and lovely memorial service for her shortly before her sons took 
her to her former home in Trenton, New Jersey, for burial. 
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Early in October Rogers Hall suffered another tragedy. A freak twister 
swept through our yard, leaving more destruction in its wake than during 
New England’s famous hurricane in 1938. Much to our sorrow, the magnificent 
willow that shaded our hockey field and was easily one hundred and fifty years 
old, split in two and went down with a mighty crash. We also lost two fine 
chestnuts, a maple in front of the House, and another maple that shaded the 
front drive-way. Come spring, we fully intend to plant new trees, hoping 
that alumnae money will keep rolling in to help us in our project. It will take 
many years of course to have our yard look exactly the same. But as our trees 
have always been our glory, we must do our best to replace them. 
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Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Chicago, III. 
Hartford, Conn. 
Philadelphia, Penna. 
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Pratt & Forrest Co. 

391 SCHOOL ST. 

— TEL. 8751 — 
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Dependable Insurance 
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PRINCE-COTTER 
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SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE AND METAL 
ROOFING 
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Lowell’s Leading Radio and Television Store 

DONALDSON'S 


LOWELL, MASS. 

338 MERRIMACK ST. 

"On the Sunny Side of Merrimack St/' 

Opp. City Hall 


DERBY ELECTRIC CO. 
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LOWELL, MASS. 


Compliments 
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Friend 


Compliments of 

DR. WM. R. PEPIN 
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GO 
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Compliments of 

STATIONERS 

GIFT SHOP— TOY SHOP 

Typewriters For Sale and For Rent 

Dr. Boyden Pillsbury 

G. C. PRINCE & SON 

INC. 

108 MERRIMACK ST. 
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Prescription Specialists 

Lowell Top Dyeing & Print Works 
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Lowell, Mass. 
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Lowell, Mass. 
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Once a seed was planted, and cared for in its youth. As it began to grow a 
stem and to sprout, it needed less watching; it needed only occasional guidance. 
But without this guidance, it might have wilted and died because of its innocence 
and lack of knowledge. It was trampled upon, and beaten to the ground by the 
wind, frozen in the biting winter, but year after year, with increased vitality and 
increased experience, it grew a little more independent. Finally, one day it be- 
came a full grown tree with definite responsibilities and definite purposes. Its 
branches spread far and wide ; its leaves were as abundant and as green as those 
of every other tree. It had taken many years and many disappointments for this 
tree to stand erect and proud on the plot of land that years before seemed so in- 
significant. Through cold winters and hot summers, beating rain and violent wind, 
the tree remained undaunted. 

And so you have the parable of the Class of 1953 



Dedication 


We, the Senior Class of 1953, wish to dedicate this 
yearbook to the members of the Faculty, to whom we 
owe our deepest gratitude for their constant guidance 
and interest. 
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SENIOR SONG 

“AU REVOIR” 

Tune : “ Moulin Rouge” 

A white picket fence, 

Gay laughter and sunshine, 

Old friendships so true, 

Remind us of you. 

Our smiles and our tears, 

Throughout all the years, 

The times we have had 
Make parting so sad. 

Uphold the standards of each Club, 

Loyal be to the Red and Gold, 

Put your spirit into each game — 

Our faith in you will long remain. 

And we will recall 
Our days at Rogers Hall ; 

We’ll come back again, 

So — it’s only an re voir. 

Cynthia Burrage 
Josette Racine 



PAULINE ATWOOD 
Galloupe’s Point 
Swampscott, Massachusetts 


President of Senior Class 
Cornell University 

Kava Club ; Hockey Team, ’53 ; Basketball Manager, 
’53 ; Swimming Team, ’53 ; Student Council, ’53 ; 
Splinters Literary Board, '53; Prophecy, ’53; Glee 
Club, ’53 ; Operetta, ’53 ; Quartette, ’53 ; Exeter 
Dance Committee, ’53 ; Chairman of Prom Commit- 
tee, ’53 ; Essay Prize, ’53. 

“Although a sturdy mind, there's a mischievous 
twinkle in her eye. 1 ' 


CYNTHIA BURBAGE 
115 Butman Road 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Vice-president of Senior Class 
Skidmore College 

Cae Club; Hockey, ’51, ’52, ’53; Swimming, ’50, ’51, 
’52, ’53; Water Ballet, *50, '51 ; Basketball Sub, ’52 ; 
Volleyball Sub, ’52 ; Tennis, ’51, ’53 ; Softball, ’52, ’53, 
Captain, ’53 ; Student Council, ’52 ; Christinas Pag- 
eant, ’51, ’53; Glee Club, ’50, ’51, ’52, ’53; Operetta, 
’52, ’53; Spanish Play, ’51, ’52, ’53; Undergraduate 
Song, ’52 ; Cae Club Song, ’53 ; Senior Song, ’53; Ed- 
itor of “Splinters,” ’53; Literary Board, ’51, '52; 
Christmas Vespers, ’53; Modern Dance, ’52, ’53 ; Usher 
at Commencement, ’51 ; Old-New Girl Party Commit- 
tee, ’53 ; Chairman of Senior Luncheon Committee, 
*52; Marshal for the School, ’52; Senior Prom Com- 
mittee, ’53; Honor Roll, ’50, ’51, ’52, ’53; Underhill 
Honor, ’53. 




“The Reward of a thing well done is to have done it." 




*•_ 


MARGARET JAXE BAKETEL 
G2 Chestnut Street 
Andover, Massachusetts 

Westbrook Junior College 

Cae Club ; Baseball ’50, ’51, ’52, Manager ’53; Christ- 
mas Play '50, '51, ’52 ; Commencement Play ’51 ; Oper- 
etta '52, ’53; Glee Club ’50, ’51, "52, ’53; Senior Re- 
ception Committee ’31 ; Christmas Vespers ’53 ; Bear 
and Lion Staff ’53 ; Dramatic Club ’53; Senior Prom 
Committee ’53 ; Statistics ’53. 

‘'What has she got in that little brown head? 
Wonderful thoughts that can never be said 


LOUISE MILDRED CACI 
27 Windsor Street 
Everett, Massachusetts 

Vice-President Kara Club 
Wlieelock College 

Kava Club ; Hockey Manager, ’53; Basketball, ’52, 
’53; Volleyball, ’52, ’53; Softball, ’52, ’53; Cheerlead- 
ing, ’52, ’53 ; Christmas Party, ’52 ; Christmas Pag- 
eant, ’53 ; Glee Club, ’52, ’53; Operetta, ’52, ’53 ; Mod- 
ern Dance, ’52 ; Dramatics Club, '52, ’53 ; Halloween 
Party Committee *53 ; Andover Dance Committee, ’53 ; 
Senior Reception Committee, ’52 ; Editor-In-Chief of 
“Bear and Lion,” ’53 ; R. H. ’53. 

“ Nothing can bring you peace but the triumph of 
principles 





SUZANNE CLARK 
62 Dwight Street 
Dedham, Massachusetts 


Lasell Junior College 

Cae Club; Second Volleyball Team, '53 ; Modern 
Dance, T>3 ; Senior Prom Committee, ’53 ; Usher at 
Christmas Play, ’53 ; Senior-Undergrad Party Com- 
mittee, '53 ; Award for Neatness of Room, ’53. 

“/ think to myself , I play to myself , 
and nobody knows what I say to myself .” 


CYNTHIA DADMUN 
354 North Main Street 
Andover, Massachusetts 

Kava Club; Hockey, ’52, ’53; Basketball, ’52, ’53; 
Swimming, ’52, ’53; Baseball, ’52, ’53 ; Volleyball, ’52, 
’53; Captain, ’53; Cheerleading, ’52, ’53; Glee Club, 
’52, ’53 ; Modern Dance, ’52, ’53 ; Operetta, ’52, ’53 ; 
Dramatics, ’53 ; Andovei: Dance Committee, ’53 ; 
“Splinters” Business Board, ’52, ’53 ; R. H., ’52, ’53 ; 
Marshal for Mrs. MacGay, ’52 ; Posture Cup, ’53 ; 
Senior Life Saving Award, ’53. 

“But love came laughing by and cried , 
enter everywhere .’ ” 





NANCY ANN ELLIOTT 
61 Glen wood Avenue 
Franklin, New Hampshire 


Cae Club ; Student Council, ’53 ; Volleyball Manag- 
er, ’53; Andover Dance Committee, *53 ; New Girls 
Show, ’53 ; Modern Dance, ’52 ; Operetta, '52, ’53 ; 
Dramatic Club, ’53; Glee Club, ’52, T>3 ; Graduation 
Reception Committee, ’52. 


“77c who is not with me is against me 




CAROL ELIZABETH GANEM 
320 Massachusetts Avenue 
North Andover, Massachusetts 


Bennett Junior College 

Kava Club Hockey, ’52, ’53 ; Basketball, ’53 ; Volley- 
ball, ’53; Ping Pong, ’52 ; Cheerleader, ’52, ’53 ; Head 
Cheerleader, ’52 ; Glee Club, ’52, ’53 ; Christmas Pag- 
eant, ’52, ’53 ; Modern Dance Show, ’52, ’53 ; Exeter 
Dance Committee, ’53 ; Quartette, ’53 ; Senior Recep- 
tion Committee, ’52 ; Dramatic Award, ’52; Senior Life 
Saving Award, ’53 ; R. H., ’53. 


“ All the world's a stage .” 


k 


XAXCY DALLAS GRAY 
IT Sherwood Road 
Ten a fly, Xew Jersey 



Edgewood Par k Junior College 

Kava Club ; Hockey Sub., '52 ; Swimming Manager, 
T)2 ; Baseball Manager, ’53 ; Badminton, ’53 ; Kava 
Cheerleader, ’53; Glee Club, ’52, ’53 ; Operetta, ’52, 
’53; Modern Dance, '52; Christmas Pageant, ’52, ’53; 
Spanish Play, ’52 ; Dramatics, ’52, '53 ; Art Editor of 
“Bear and Lion," ’53 ; Senior Prom Committee, ’53 ; 
Senior Luncheon Committee, '52; Class Will, ’53. 

"Take each man's censure hut reserve thy judgement .” 


ELIXOR BARBARA HOSMER 
67 High Street 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 

Colby Junior College 

Cae Club ; Commencement Play, ’50, '51 ; Christmas 
Pageant, '50, '51; Glee Club, ’50, '51, '52, ’53; Cheer- 
leader, ’50, '53 ; Senior Reception Committee, ’51 ; 
Faculty Marshal, '52 ; Operetta, '52; Dance Show, ’52, 
’53; Business Board, '52; Junior Bear and Lion Staff, 
’52 ; Sub on Hockey Team, ’53 ; Exeter Dance Com- 
mittee, ’53 ; Dramatic Club, ’53 ; Class Prophecy; Man- 
ager of Splinters’ Business Board, '53 ; Spanish Play, 
’51, ’52 ; Christmas Vespers, ’53. 



“Me thought he spoke in starts distractedly 


ROBERTA GERTRUDE JOHNSON 
6C Pine Street 
Manchester, Connecticut 


President of Student Council 

Cae Club ; Hockey, ’52, "53 ; Sub, '51 ; Swimming, *52, 
*53; Basketball, ’51, ’52, ’53 ; Volleyball, Manager, ’52 ; 
Baseball, ’51, ’52, ’53; Captain, ’52; Glee Club, ’51, 
’52, ’53 ; Christmas Pageant, ’51, ’52, ’53 ; Operetta, 
'52, 53 ; Commencement Play, ’51 ; Senior Reception, 
’51 ; Modern Dance, ’52; Senior Marshal, ’52 ; 
“Splinters” Business Board, ’52 ; Christmas Vespers, 
’53 ; Chairman, Exeter Dance Committee, ’53 ; Chair- 
man, Andover Dance Committee. ’53 ; Chairman, New 
Hampton Dance Committee, ‘53 ; Chairman, Saint 
Mark’s Dance Committee, ’53. 

''Mistress of herself though China fall.” 




JUDITH MUNSON KELLOGG 
52 Pine Street 
Waterbury, Connecticut 


President of Kara Club 
Colby Junior College 

Kava Club ; Hockey, ’52, '53; Captain, ’53 ; Basketball, 
’52, ’53; Swimming, ’52, ’53; Baseball, ’52, ’53; Vol- 
leyball, ’52, ’53 ; Badminton, ’52, ’53 ; Ping Pong, 52 ; 
Tennis, ’52; Student Council, ’52 ; Dramatics, ’52 ; 
Chairman of the Senior Reception Committee, ’52 ; 
Modern Dance, ’52 ; Stage Manager, ’53 ; Glee Club, 
’52, ’53 ; Operetta, ’52, ’53 ; “Splinters'’ Literary 

Board, ’53 ; Exeter Dance Committee, ’53 ; Senior Life 
Saving, ’52; R. II. ’52, ’53 ; Tennis Cup, ’52, ’53 ; 
Athletic Cup, ’53 ; Parsons Award, ’53. 

“'/Vie true , strong and sound mind is the mind that can 
embrace equally great things and small.” 



MARY LOUISE KILBOURN 
Sterling Road 

South Lancaster, Massachusetts 
Becker Junior College 

Cae Club ; Hockey, ’53 ; Basketball Manager, '53 ; 
Baseball Sub, ’53 ; Senior Life-Saving, ’52 ; Glee Club, 
’52, ’53 ; Dramatics Club, ’52; Spanish Play, ’52, ’53 ; 
Christinas Pageant, ’53 ; Halloween Party Committee, 
’53; Modern Dance, Back-stage, ’52; .Senior-Under- 
graduate Party Committee, ’53 ; Exeter Dance Com- 
mittee, ’53 ; Senior Class (Prophecy, ’53 ; “Bear and 
Lion’’ Staff, ’53; Operetta, ’52, ’53 ; Award of Neat- 
ness of Room, ’53. 


“A laughing eye , a nimble tv it , a friendly heart , thafs 
all of it 


CLAIRE MARGARET LUCE 
30 Ormond Place 
Rye, New York 


Bradford Junior College 

Cae Club ; Basketball, ’53 ; Second Volleyball, ’53 ; Co- 
manager Swimming, ’53 ; Cheerleading, ’53 ; Andover 
Dance Committee, ’53 ; Christmas Play, ’53 ; Spanish 
Play, ’53; Senior Class Poem, ’53 ; “Bear and Lion,” 
’53 ; Chairman of Senior-Undergraduate Party, ’53. 



“The only reivard of virtue is virtue.” 


MYRNA RUTH McELHINEY 
28 Pearl Street 
Clinton, Massachusetts 


President of Cae Club 

Boston University, Sargent College 

Cae Club; Hockey, ’52, ’53; Captain, ’53; Basketball, 
’52, *53 ; Swimming, ’52, ’53 ; Baseball, ’52, ’53 ; Vol- 
leyball, ’53; Badminton, ’53 ; Dramatics, ’52, ’53 ; 
Christmas Pageant, ’53 ; Christmas Vespers, ’52, ’53 ; 
Senior Luncheon Committee, ’52 ; Spanish Play, *52 ; 
Modern Dance, ’53 ; Prom Committee, *53 ; Senior Life- 
Saving, ’52; Operetta, ’52, ’53 ; Bear and Lion 'Staff, 
’53 ; Glee Club, ’52, ’53 ; Quartette, ’53 ; Class Will, ’53 ; 
R. H., ’53. 



“ Thou art the unanswered question .” 





JOSETTE LOUISE RACINE 
3878 Ramza.v Avenue 
Westmount 

Montreal Province of Quebec 

Canada 


McGill University 

Cae Club ; Hockey Sub, ’53 ; Volleyball Sub, ’53; Swim- 
ming, ’53 ; Senior Life Saving Award, ’52 ; Cae Cheer 
Leader, ’52, ’53 ; Captain of Cheerleading, *53 ; Glee 
Club, ’52, ’53; Dramatics, ’52, ’53 ; Operetta, ’52, ’53 ; 
Exeter Dance Committee, ’53 ; Chairman Halloween 
Committee, ’52 ; Costumes for Modern Dance, ’52 ; 
French Play, ’52 ; Special Dramatics Award, ’53. 


“ Procrastination is the thief of time.” 


CAROL GENEVA ROBINSON 
73 Raven Road 
Lowell, Massachusetts 



Vice-President of Cae Club 
Pembroke College 

Cae Club ; Cheerleader, ’52, T)3 ; Hockey Sub, ’53; Vol- 
leyball, ’51, ’52, ’53 ; Honorary Member, ’52 ; Basket- 
ball, ’52, ’53 ; Honorary Member, ’52 ; Softball, ’51, ’52, 
’53; Swimming* Manager, '53 ; Glee Club, ’51, ’52, ’53 ; 
Musicale, ’51 ; Operetta, ’53 ; Modern Dance, ’52, ’53 ; 
Spanish Play, ’51, ’53 ; Christmas Pageant, ’51, ’53 ; 
Student Council, ’53 ; “Splinters” Business Board, ’53; 
Senior Reception Committee, ’51 ; -Senior Prom Com- 
mittee, ’53; Class Will, ’53; R. H., ’53; Honorable 
Mention for Current Events and Music Appreciation 
Awards, ’53. 


“No one knows what he can do till he tries” 


„ J 


BERTHA CAROLINE SIMONS 
14 High Farms Road 
West Hartford, Connecticut 


Skidmore College 

Kava Club ; Student Council, ’53 ; Glee Club, ’53 ; 
“Bear and Lion,” ’53 ; Christmas Vespers, ’53 ; Bas- 
ketball Team, ’53 ; Exeter Dance Committee, ’53 ; 
Operetta, ’53 ; Captain of Baseball Team, ’53 ; Class 
Statistics, ’53. 

u Bid me try , and I tvill from Mount Monadnock form 
a Blueberry Hill .” 



LILYAN RUBY SU.SSMAN 
227 Grove Street 
Mount Kisco, New York 


Cae Club; ‘‘Splinters” Business Board, ’53; Modern 
Dance, M3 ; Senior Prom Committee, ’53 ; “Splinters” 
Quotations, ’53. 

“J 11 that ice see or seem is hut a dream tvithin a 
dream ” 





f 


ELLEN WATSON 
29 Sheridan Street 
Lawrence, Massachusetts 

Cae Club ; ‘‘Bear and Lion,” M3; Christmas Vespers, 
’53 ; Glee Club ; Operetta, ’53 ; Modern Dance Group, 
’53 ; Exeter Dance Committee, ’53; Helen Hill Cup, ’53. 

“ Gentle of speech” 
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PROPHECY 

Smoke — , a flash of light — , the space ship is now arriving at Mars. Cindy 
Burrage is responsible for this trip. She invented a rocket ship which could 
reach Mars fueled only on C2H50H. Speaking of this mad chemist, I believe I 
see her coming this way with Lilyan Sussman. Don’t they look ridiculous in 
those get-ups, but we must take into consideration that this is Mars. The outfits 
resemble those tank suits we used to wear at Rogers Hall, only there are a few 
added attractions, such as glass bowl helmets and lead shoes. The lead keeps them 
from rising. You of course know that gravity is in reverse here. Lil’s outfit is 
most attractive — a mink suit with a diamond studded helmet! She married a 
millionaire up here on Mars and has a private secretary who takes care of all her 
appointments. Her secretary went to Rogers Hall on earth, and never expected 
to be among the first to be up here. Her name is Nancy Gray. She does have a 
busy life up here, and she’s always fouling up Lil’s social life. (She’s not too 
competent, but that’s just between you arid me, understand.) I’ve heard that 
Polly Atwood, that famous psychiatrist, is up here too. I remember her from the 
third floor of the Hall. I’d like to see her again. You say she’ll be bombing in 
any minute? Certainly, I’ll wait. 

Well, well, Carol Robinson, what are you doing here? I thought you were di- 
recting operations at the White House these days. What? You got fired? Well, 
don’t give up, honey. Remember, Mars is young and needs a good executive still. 
Say, Carol, who else lives here? Ellen Watson? She certainly must be a success 
up here. I see over there on the table her book, “Memoirs of a Metropolitan 
Opera Star.” Why, here she comes now and Jane Baketel is with her. Jane has 
joined the Space Patrol up here and is doing fine as head hostess. They say she’s 
also working in a beauty parlor in her spare time, tinting hair various colors! 

Smoke — a flash of light, and another space ship arrives on Mars. The Doctor 
Atwood is supposed to be aboard this one. Aha, she’s coming from the plank now. 
And who’s that with her? Oh, Claire Luce, her old roommate! I haven’t seen 
her in years, not since that party in New York that everyone came to. Claire, 
you say you’re having another one tonight? Wonderful! Of course I’ll come. 
Who else will be there? You say Roberta Johnson and Louise Caci? Let’s see, 
last time I saw Roberta was when she was knitting little helmet covers for her 
brood. Louise is now the nurse-maid you say. Well, she always did like the 
little monsters. What a time she’ll have padlocking on their little lead shoes 
every morning. 

What’s this? Nancy Elliott just arrived in her new jet propelled Ford to 
zoom us to the party. She’s been driving as a chauffeur for many years up here 
for Mary Lou Kilbourn. Mary Lou, as you undoubtedly know, has been bottling 
laughing gas and has made a hnge fortune. This party should be most enter- 
taining; I hear there’s going to be entertainment by several talented people. 
Why, here’s an amazing sight — Jude Kellogg and is that Myrna McElhiney she’s 
carrying on her back? It is!! They’re doing acrobatic tumbling up here. My, 
they’re clever, aren’t they? They say that Carol Ganem is doing quite well up 
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here on the stage. (Don't let the news out, but I heard she was a flop on Broad- 
way and that's why she came to Mars.) Josette Racine is singing the mood music 
for the act. Don 't tell me that 's a torch she 's carrying ? I always thought she 'd 
turn out to he a torch singer. Well, Birdie Simons, what are you doing here? 
You came to Mars to ski and you are in the Olympics now! That’s terrific ! ! For 
goodness sakes, is that Cindy Dadmun ? She 's got a hat in her hand ! And do I 
see Elinor Hosmer on the end of a rope ? Why, she 's taking off her lead shoes ! Oh, 
No! She’s rising slowly into the air. Poor Helium Hosmer, you say her ambi- 
tions of being a T.V. tube in the State of Maine fell through and she moved here 
in grief. All she does is drive touring cars now. To get back to Cindy Dadmun, 
she must make a lot of money passing around that hat, but I thought she’d be do- 
ing something else. Oh, yes, I recall hearing about her on earth, when she was 
playing her famous “Puppy Dog Song” at Carnegie Hall, and it was a smash 
hit. Boy, it’s a good thing Sue Clark is here. She’s a social worker up here you 
know and will take care of them both.\ 

Well, it looks as though all of Rogers Hall’s class of ’53 is here and account- 
ed for. I see my rocket coming now, so I must leave the class of ’53 to their party 
and their loll.ypops. Smoke — , a flash of light — , the space ship is now leaving 
Mars for Earth. 

P. A. M.K. E.H. 


SENIOR SUPPER 

Our place cards at Mrs. MacGay’s wonderful party: 


Pauline Atwood 
Sudden trips 
Adventures 
Epitome of enthusiasm 
Jane Baketel 

Letters to the President 
Parisian styles 
The Navy “blues.” 
Cynthia Burrage 
Golden locks 
Cayuga’s waters 
After-prom parties 

Louise Caci 

Glass miniatures 
Candid Camera 
Petiteness 
Suzanne Clark 
Bright plaids 
Summer Camps 
Silent approval 


Cynthia Dadmun 
Dancing nymphs 
Picturesque poses 
The sympathetic tear 
Nancy Elliott 

White Shoulders 
Moonlight and roses 
The Iron hand 
Carol Ganem 

Shakespearean drama 
Clouds of spun sugar 
Contagious laughter 
Nancy Gray 

Buttons and bows 
Hills of New Hampshire 
Triumph of Teaneck 
Elinor Hosmer 

The merriest heart 
Hockey vs Lacrosse 
Madam Malaprop 
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Roberta Johnson 
Undaunted masts 
Sparkling seas 
Marblehead Memoirs 
Judy Kellogg 

Eves on the ball 
Unique hats 
A friend in need 
Mary Lou Kilbourn 
White blouses 
Giggles 

The speed of Espana 
Claire Luce 
Soft rain 
Breath of Spring 
Sweet smiles 
Myrna McElhiney 
Stars of reality 
Sureness of step 
Cheers for Cae 
Mrs. Mac Gay 

Flowering trees White 


Josette Racine 
Melodious voice 
Lollipops and fairies 
Vive Canada ! 

Carol Robinson 

Political passion 
Flying with the wind 
Freckles 

Lyn Simons 

Connecticut Yankee 
Bow Ties 
Violin sonatas 
Lilyan Sussman 

Model of Aristocracy 
Time out of mind 
Candy crave 
Ellen Watson 
Tailored suits 
Sylphs and swans 
Songs of angels 

fences Beneficent of heart 


Picket 


THE UNDERGRADUATE SONG 

Tune-. “ I Believe” 

Time has come for us to bid a sad goodbye 
To Seniors dear. 

Though our ways must part, we’ll surely meet again, 
Another year. 

Though you leave us here we hope you’ll ne’er forget 
This bygone year, 

And all we’ve done. 

So goodbye, and farewell. 

Please remember Cae and Kava Club, 

And every game. 

When you’ve gone we’ll surely miss you all; 

T’wont be the same. 

Lasting friendships that we’ve made will linger on 
Forevermore. 

We sing to you, 

Our Seniors dear. 


C. B. 
C. D. 


Pamela Hollingwortii 
Anne Wellesley Howes 


Class Statistics 


Academic Angel 

Alias Antipathy 

Aspiration 

Atwood, Pauline 

“Polly” Blind Dates 

Put sodium in the bathtub 

Baketel, Jane 

“Jane” 

“Ike” 

Join the Navy 

Burra ge, Cynthia 

“Cindy” 

Saturday A.AL study hall 

Be a sane chemist 

Caci, Louese 

“Louise” 

Gossiping 

\ 

Raise a lot of kids , 

Clark, Suzanne 

“Sue” 

Studying 

Be a social worker 

Dadmun, Cynthia 

“Cindy” 

Men 

Play “Chopsticks’’ in Carnegie Hall 

Elliott, Nancy 

“Nan” 

Codfish 

Burn a history book 

Ganem, Carol 

“Carol” 

Animals 

Be an actress 

Gray, Nancy 

“Nanthy” 

Peas 

Install an escalator in the house 

Hosmer, Elinor 

“H.N. or BB" 

Tuesdays 

Be a rabbit 

Johnson, Roberta 

“Berta” 

Giving out demerits 

Learn to spell 

Kellogg, Judith 

“Jude” 

Rain 

Reach 40 wpm in typing 

Kilbourn, Mary Lou 

“Lou” 

The plumbing* on third 
floor House 

See a 7 :30 subway from 

House to Hall 

Luce, Claire 

“Clair” 

“Any relation to Clare 
Booth Luce 7” 

Give bigger and better parties 

McElhiney, Myrna 

“Myra” 

People playing with 
their hair 

See CAE win one game 

Racine, Josette 

“Jo” 

‘ ‘ Oh, no, Josette ! ’ ’ 

Get into McGill 

Robinson, Carol 

“Carol” 

Democrats 

Be a politician 

Sussman, Lilyan 

“Lil” 

Getting up in the morning 

Write a dictionary 

Simons, Bertha 

“Birdie” 

Men 

Become a world-famous skier 

Watson, Ellen 

“Ellen” 

Sports 

Be a great singer 


Class Statistics 


Assertion 

Awful Addiction 

Active Ardor 

“Come a little closer and 

1*11 pierce your ears” 

Calling it off 

W.S.’s • 

“Did you really????” 

Lighter and Brighter 

Ken 

“I’ve got so much to do” 

Experimenting 

Cornell Crew 

‘ ‘ They ’re going in ’ ’ 

The Baby 

Children 

“ V’ 

Chuckling 

Hiding food 

“Sure” 

Cutting Hair 

Men 

“Another day, another dollar” 

4 4 Fabulous ’ ’ 

Harvard in the future 

“Morning, Morning, Morning” 

Old Orchard 

Footlights 

“GEORGE” 

Saving pennies??? 

New Hampton 

4 4 Are you a peeking boo ? ? ” 

Mumbling 

Touring cars 

4 4 T -Phone ’ ’ 

Master Harvard 

Sailing 

4 4 That ’s how the hall bounces ’ ’ 

Blushing 

Bill 

4 4 Hardly” 

Washing clothes in free periods 

Sarcasm 

4 4 Can you come the 6th?” 

Being first to English class 

Ham-buggers 

4 4 That’s life” 

Closets after lights 

Neat room she never had 

44 1 don’t like your altitude” 

Peroxide bottles or sun ? ? 

Canada 

4 4 Dios Mio!” 

Sarcasm 

Baseball 

“Oh, no” 

Lateness 

Sleeping 

“Doll-Pace” 

The violin 

History ? ? ? 

“His sisters and his cousins 

and his aunts.” 

Traveling from Lawrence to Lowell 

Weekends 


J. B. 


N. E. 


B. S. 
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1953 IN VERSE 


Friends, faculty, students, lend us your ear, 

We’ve come to tell tales of the seniors here. 

First we have Carol ; now isn ’t she charming ? 

But laughter at midnight is oft quite alarming. 
Myrn and Josette — they’re quite a pair, 

First aid books and water can give quite a scare. 
Judy and the pillow, oh so light — 

Were they the cause of a midnight flight? 

Robbie and Cynnie in the still of the night 
Roasting marshmallows with all their might. 

What did they use? A top secret, all right! 
There’s also a Kava, oh so sweet, 

Louise and her lions just can’t be beat. 

And slightly -late-Lil who likes to toil 
Can be found each night by the midnight oil. 

Thus we leave senior corridor and its famous suite, 
Which is oft the place of a pre-exam retreat. 

Polly and Eleanor down the back stairs would go — 
Where were they headed for. You’ll never know! 
Claire and her friends of many years ago 
Arrived for Prom and saved the show. 

Jane and her domestic traits 
Owe their greatness to the hot plate. 

To the third floor we fondly gaze 
As we attribute this little phrase — 

“Water, water everywhere, 

On the ground and in the air.’’ 

Come each night at ten of nine 
Mary Lou in the red chair reclines. 

Then there’s Nancy with her tints of blue 
And coiffures with bits of glue. 

The other Nancy can oft be seen, 

With little black book and hair of green. 

Sue, who in the house does live, 

A helping hand at dances would give. 

Cynthia Burrage is her name. 

Frolics after proms have brought her fame ; 

While Carol in history class does sit, 

Dreaming of baseball and that out-field hit. 

There’s also Ellen, with her voice so sweet — 
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Just thinks the Maine coast can never be beat. 

Her name to Lyn, Miss Ramsay did change — 

No man’s land is her domain. 

Bear with us, our deeds are here before you 
And here we must pause to let them floor you. 

The End 

R. J. 
C.L. 
E. W. 


CLASS WILL 

We — the Senior Class — lacking all mental capacities, and now, quite deceased 
— do hereby make known, in this our last will and testament, in the year of our 
Lord, nineteen hundred and fifty-three, our desires as to the exact dumping of 
our most prized possessions! 

To Mrs. MacGay — A bell for the desk in study hall, and may you ring to your 
heart ’s content with the feeling — ‘ ‘ What a great class was the class of ’53 ! ” 

To Miss Ramsay — Our ribbons and lollipops for further use next year when 
she will attempt, but we’re afraid — in vain, to take next year’s seniors out of their 
cradles and into “Trainers.” 

To the faculty — Our gratitude for being so understanding and helpful during 
our long, but happy years here at Rogers Hall. 

****** 

Roberta Johnson — leaves all her empty cans of sardines to next year’s oc- 
cupants of senior corridor, in hopes they will be able to manufacture a new and 
delightful perfume called “Heavenly Fish Scales.” 

Judy Kellogg — leaves her cleverly written book, “How to Stay Calm, Cool, 
and Collected When in the Face of Danger” to Vickie Kiser with the suggestion 
that she read most carefully page 249, paragraph 3, on “How to Study on the 
Front Porch Without Getting Caught at 11:30 P. M. ” 

Cindy Burrage — leaves her page boy curlers to Anne Hoff in hopes that Anne 
may (some day) be able to put them to use and leave the scissors alone. 

Nancy Gray — leaves the leaky floor in her room to next year’s occupants in 
hopes that they won ’t dry their washing directly over Miss Levesque ’s head. 

Carol Robinson — leaves her dry sarcasm to Shirly Jo Arn who (already hav- 
ing enough) seems to be yearning for a new and difficult approach to the subject 
“How to Knit Socks for OLD Bachelors in the Shape of Question Marks.” 

Josette Racine — leaves her numerous amount of demerits (and without too 
much regret) to Carol Rosenblum and Priscilla Babson in order to teach them this 
simple French-American lesson: “ Oo-la-la-Crime does not pay, mes petites!!” 
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Nancy Elliott — leaves her little green address book to the entire undergrad- 
uate body, in hopes that they will be able to find plenty of blind dates for next 
year’s senior prom. 

Jane Baketel — leaves her extra loud eructations (see Webster’s for this) to 
No man ’s land, a place, where all beautiful noises have an extremely loud echo ! 

Polly Atwood — leaves her hair coiffure to any undergrad who desires to 
make a startling change in her appearance. 

Mary Lou Kilbourn — bequeaths her four gorgeous brothers to any four girls 
in Rogers Hall desiring a male companion for prom. 

Lilyan Sussman — leaves her vivaciousness to Cinnie Irelan for the sole pur- 
pose of keeping her eyes open one hour per day. 

Ellen Watson — leaves her distinct enunciation of words of the English lan- 
guage to Demi Tikellis, who besides being verbose, seems to have a potato in her 
mouth. 

Carol Ganem — leaves her stage ability to Ann Plaisted because she feels that 
only Ann could have done such a “sober job” in the Spanish play. 

Birdie Simons — leaves her level-headedness to De-De Doherty, who if ever 
faced with the task of touching African Soup-bones — will be able to preserve 
her lily-white skin. 

Louise Caci — leaves her “Adler’s elevator shoes” to Nina Duane so Nina 
will at last be able to reach the top of her stack of love letters without having to 
use a chair. 

Sue Clark — leaves her gift of gab to Salty Ringling. 

Cindy Dadmun — leaves her scissors and book on how to give D. A. hair cuts 
to next year’s barbers. 

Elinor Hosmer — leaves her meliffluous tongue to Mile. Anne Wellesley Howes, 
who would never think of using a vocabulary word incorrectly or enunciating 
a word improperly. 

Claire Luce — leaves her height to Karlyn Herrhammer, — tough being so 
short, isn ’t it, Karlyn ? 

Myrna McElhiney — leaves her numerous animals of all shapes and sizes to 
“Smiley Adams” for constant love and care. 

* * * * * * 

Signed on this First day of June in the presence of the following ghosts 


Nancy Gray 
Myrna McElhiney 
Carol Robinson 



THE HOUSE ON THE TOP OF A HILL 

“I’ll build me a bouse on the top of a hill,” 

I heard a fool once say ; 

“I’ll build it high above the town 
And throw all cares away.” 

So he built on the crest of a hill — 

Far above the town. 

He built a mansion of beauty rare 
And never once looked down. 

He built a wall around this house, 

And locked himself inside — 

He turned to stare at his beautiful home 
And laughed aloud with pride. 

His laughter echoed from room to room, 
Echoed on walls of stone — 

In the silence that follows laughter 
He found he laughed alone. 

He sat in bis lone, cold, beautiful house, 
Away from human strife ; 

He found that to continue living 
One dare not shut out life. 

But then the lock had grown rusty — 

Useless was his key — 

The walls were too high for climbing — 

He was no longer free ! 

Through the iron bars of his gate 
As far as he could see 
Were briars and logs and obstacles 
Where the path used to be. 

So build thou a house in the valley, 

Far from the crest of a hill, 

Where thou cans’t hear neighbors’ laughter, 
And the river ne’er runs still. 

But if thou must build at the hill’s top, 

If thou need be far from town, 

Never neglect, as long as thou live, 

The path that leads back down. 


Cyntiiia Irelan, ’54 
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And the Great Spirit Said 

“REVENGE WILL BE MINE” 

Paugus watched the ripples flow from the bow of his canoe and spread out 
into wide V’s and merge again with the smooth water of the lake. He had come a 
long way from the Pequaket village. . .he had almost lost track of time. It had 
taken him many moons to make the journey. He had traveled down many rivers 
and across many lakes. He had come through the land of the Wanalancet and 
the Passaconaway. He had seen Mount TecumseR, and Whiteface rising in the 
distance. He had come down the Mad River — to the place where the Pemige- 
wasset joins the Merrimack — the Salmon River. . . 

He had come a long way from the village and from Sahwa. . .Just the sound 
of her name brought her picture into his mind — her oval face framed with silky 
hair, black as the night in the great pine forests. . .Her eyes, soft and brown, were 
like those of a young doe. . .She would be his wife when he returned. He would 
be a man then ; he would wear feathers in his hair, and the scalp of the man who 
had killed the chief, his father, would hang at his belt. 

It had been sixteen years since his father had been killed — Paugus had been 
five at the time. He remembered his father — tall and strong, magnificent in his 
war paint, as he led the young braves from the village. He remembered, too, 
when a week later one of the men had returned — how he had told that the braves — 
the hope of the Pequaket tribe — had been defeated, and how Paugus, the chief, 
had been shot in the back by a white man — by John Chamberlain. Paugus re- 
membered that late that night he had awakened to hear his mother’s muffled sobs, 
and he had vowed that he would avenge the death of his father, that he would 
kill the man who had brought sorrow to the Pequaket tribe. 

Paugus had grown up with this resolve always in mind. He had learned to 
shoot an arrow straight and true. He had learned to hunt Ahdeek, the deer, for 
food. He had learned the secrets of the Great Forest — how to find his path by 
the way the moss grew on the trees, from the way they leaned, from the position 
of the sun, and by Polaris, the star on the tail of the Little Dog. He had learned 
too how to make a canoe and paddle it — silently, so that Ahmeek, the beaver, 
would not tell of his coming with the slap of his broad tail. All these things he 
learned, and learned them well. In all these things he excelled, and surpassed 
the others in his tribe. 

Then, in his twenty-first summer, Paugus, the pride of the Pequakets, with 
his tomahawk at his belt, left the village and set out in his canoe. Paddling swift- 
ly, silently, down the river . . . Revenge was the power that drove him on . . . 
death was the goal that surpassed all others . . . death for the accursed White Man 
— for his father’s killer. 

He saw the sign — the mark that Owaisa, the scout, had left to guide him, the 
mark on the tree that had a meaning for him alone — a sign that told of the near- 
ness of the White Man. Paugus hid his canoe and started through the forest . . . 
his feet made no sound, no snapping twig betrayed his coming. 


LITERARY 


25 


The sky was on fire with the setting sun when he reached the mill — he could 
hear the water rushing over the rocks, he heard the great mill stones grind with a 
noise of many thunders. Then Paugus saw Chamberlain — the last sack of grain 
on his shoulder — and the light of the sun made his figure turn to red — to the color 
of fiery war paint — to the color of blood . . . With a great cry he attacked, his 
tomahawk in his hand . . .too late he saw the rifle gleaming in the White Man’s 
hand— too late lie heard its roar and swerved. The bullet hit him full in the chest 
— the bullet from the same gun that had killed his father. It had taken only a 
minute — one short minute . . . and he had prepared for sixteen summers and 
winters . . . 

And as he lay gasping out his life, Owaisa, the little bluebird, seemed to be 
saying — It is futile, futile, futile . . . And the only memorial of that day — that 
hour — is a stone chipped from the cold granite of the New England hills bearing 
a simple inscription put for all white men to see . . . 

“On this spot, near the town of Groton, Massachusetts, stood the mill of John 
Chamberlain, who, legend holds, killed young Paugus when he came to avenge the 
death of his father — Paugus, the Pequaket chief. Chief Paugus was killed by 
Chamberlain in Lovewell’s fight at Fryeburg, Maine — May 8, 1725.” 

. . . Weep, my beloved Sahwa, for the winters will be cold, and the nights 
will be long . . . 

Cornelia Thompson, ’54 

BITTERSWEET 

It was quiet in the valley that afternoon. A hushed veil of tranquillity lay 
over everything. Way in the background the rattling of Grandma’s dishes, in- 
terrupted by the regular squeaking of Grandfather’s rocker, floated through the 
still air. On the bank of the brook, his arms under his head and his legs sprawled 
comfortably in front of him, lay Dandy. Now, to passers-by Dandy might have 
appeared to be enjoying an idle moment of laziness but, in truth, this was not the 
case at all. In fact, Dandy was experiencing a very big part of his life. He was 
wondering — realizing — and growing. 

“What ever makes the sky so blue? Why can’t I fly up there and find out? 
Do we really ride on clouds after we’re dead? I wonder if I’ll ride on one like a 
camel? Perhaps it is a camel that died and that’s what happened to it. I wonder 
if I hurt the little worms putting them on the hook. What do you think a worm 
tastes like to a fish ? Why doesn ’t the nest fall out of the tree and why are all the 
leaves on that tree so green ? How will I ever know ? When will I find out ? ’ ’ 

The pebble in the brook — it gathers more and more circles as it spreads, push- 
ing its way almost to the edge. Does it ever attain that edge ? Dandy reached out, 
plucked at a piece of grass — ah, it didn’t break this time — stuck it between his 
teeth and lay back to ponder the sweet aching in his heart. 


Polly Atwood, ’53 


26 


ON BEING WHAT YOU ARE NOT 

Do you enjoy having people walk all over you, even stamp their dirty feet 
upon you? Then you would be very happy as a floor. There are all sorts of 
floors, so you have a choice of whatever kind you would like to be. 

Wouldn’t it be exciting to be a dance floor? Have people whirling around 
on you with hardly a care in the world ! You could be host to so much fun. How 
about being a stage where all kinds of famous people would make history. 

There are floors that are not quite so convenient as others, so why not be the 
rare kind that would swallow girls who are embarrassed by being scolded, or by 
saying the right thing at the wrong time. That would be a great contribution to 
society. 

And then, you could be the kind of floor in a haunted house that creaks and 
groans for no good reason. What fun it would be to scare people out of their 
wits, only to come back again to see if it is really true, that this floor actually does 
have a secret trap door. 

Of course, there is a different type of floor to suit every need and occasion. 
There are ordinary wooden floors where you might find yourself enjoying a happy 
life with a family. Or you could be a plastic floor where busy executives would 
hurry over you — back and forth, back and forth, all day long — until finally they 
would go home and you would then have your back scrubbed ever so gently with 
nice soapy suds. You could even be the cement floor around a swimming pool, or 
the floor in a gym, on which games may be won or lost, depending upon whether 
you make some one slip or trip at the wrong moment. 

Being a floor might not be a bad life, considering all facts and comparing such 
a life with others we have seen. I must say, it would be better than being a door 
knob — though, I guess no matter where there are people, life shouldn ’t be too dull. 

Bertha Simons, ’53 


LOST 

Through the world I looked, 

Over hill and dale, 

Beside the rivers. 

And yet my search did fail. 

That for which I sought 
Was nowhere I could see. 

I could not find 
What was lost to me. 

Yes, I had misplaced it 
Many years ago 
In a garden. 

My heart, where are you now ? 

Anne Wellesley Howes, ’54 
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Boston Brownie 

and the Case of 

THE SUBTLE HINT OF. . .EVIL! 

The street lights glowed eerily through the fog as Boston Brownie crept 
cautiously down the street. He heard the fog horns moaning like lost souls, and 
men walking past looked like spectres in the gloom. He turned down a dimly 
lighted alley. The windows in the row of buildings were dark, but that was as the 
message had said it would be. He didn't know why he had come. . .the Chief had 
said that he was becoming too suspicious, and maybe he was. There had been noth- 
ing unusual in the manner in which the letter was written or in the way it was 
delivered. But he had sensed a subtle undercurrent 

The messenger had knocked at the door of his apartment. At first he had 
thought that it was his unfaithful pigmy valet, Telav, but when Brownie opened 
the door, he saw the man (?) holding the Letter. He was an average type of 
man. . .average height — about seven feet tall. He had no hair, and in place of ears 
he had antennae. His general color was green, and he wore a becoming orange 
and black cheek suit — a Princeton man, no doubt. Boston Brownie took the epistle 
and went inside. The letter was on conservative cerise paper, and the message, 
which was written in chatreuse ink, read. . . 

“Help me, Brownie, Help, HELP, iam bEing heLd in the CellAr of A 
house On Morge Rue StrEet, near TliE WaterfRont. My captors plaN to TaKe 
me witH thErn to Mas. belP liElp.” 

Boston Brownie had immediately sensed a subtle hint of evil and quickly 
alerted his valet, Telav. Then lie walked through the door in the back of his hidden 
safe and down the secret stairway to the garage — where Telav, his valet, waited 
for him in his powerful Austin. AVith a roar, the yellow car sped from the ga- 
rage. . .it had stopped fifteen minutes later because of engine trouble, so he had 
had to walk while Telav, his valet, went for a mechanic. 

As he stole softly down the alley, he had the queer feeling that he was being 
followed. Brownie ducked quickly into a doorway to wait. Suddenly, everything 
became black and he fell to the ground. However, thirty-three and one-third sec- 
onds later (after the commercial) he had recovered, and with greater caution, 
continued on his way. 

He neared the doorway of number 1313. All the windows in the house were 
lighted and from within came the muffled sound of gun shots. Some instinct 
prompted him to enter, and Boston Brownie readied his gun — noting as he did so 
that there were only two bullets left. He walked through the door, along the hall, 
and down the cellar stairs. At the bottom, he was confronted by two thugs carry- 
ing Tommy Guns, but he, as he was the hero, quickly (of course) dispatched them 
both with his last bullets. He left them lying there with their revolvers, automat- 
ics, and sub-machine guns lying around on the floor, and their cartridge belts 

bristling with bullets no detective, lie recalled with pride, was supposed to — 

or ever had — taken any guns or bullets unless he himself had plenty of both. . .as 
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it would eliminate the good old red-blooded fist fight in the last act. 

Brownie opened the door at the end of the stairs. . .a beautiful girl rushed up 
to him, and in a voice trembling with emotion — cried. . .“At last, ze han’som 
Bos ’on Brownee, hee liaz com’ to save mee !” She then threw her arms around his 
neck. But he was not lured or tempted, and he began to look around for clues. 
Suddenly, he felt an awful pain. . .everything became black, and he fell to the 
ground. 

Later (after the second commercial) he awoke in the hospital, with his Chief 
and his Efficient Secretary bending over him. His Chief was the first to speak. . . 

“Hi, Brownie. We caught that gang, thanks t’ youze. Guess you’re all right 
now. Fer a minute there we tliot youze was gonna kick the bucket — Haw ! Haw ! 
Guess I’d better go now and leave youze and your Efficient Secretary alone — 
Haw ! Haw ! Haw! Haw!” 

After his Chief had left. Boston Brownie looked deep into the eyes of his 
Efficient Secretary. Suddenly lie was concious of a queer feeling, and everything 
became black. He had just noticed that his Efficient Secretary’s purple dress was 
a very poor combination with her green skin. 

This is a true story from our files, but for obvious reasons all names must be 
changed. Any resemblance to names of actual persons, living or dead, is purely 
coincidental. 

Cornelia M. A. Thompson, ’54 

WHAT IS IT? 

“What’s it like to be in love?” they asked of me one day. 

“What’s it like to walk on clouds and with the breezes sway? 

Is it gay and glorious, or is there heartache too? 

What ’s it like to be in love ? ’ ’ 

“Stay, and I will tell you.” 

“Skies are always blue and laughing; clouds are filled with mirth. 

The sun puffs out his ruddy cheeks and warms the lands of earth. 

The world is singing many songs — songs so gay and new. 

What’s it like to be in love? 

Stay, and I will tell you.” 

“Tears can follow weeks of bliss. . .You may never find out why 

The love that both of you had known waned under the midnight sky. 

You hope to find it once again — that once more he’ll be true. 

What’s it like to be in love? 

That much I can tell you.” 


Anne Wellesley Howes, ’54 
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The wind — symbol of freedom, 

the impulsiveness of youth, 
the Love in life, 

swiftly passing by, 
driving force, seeking 
to destroy. 

The sun — • Man’s inate desire for 

sensation and excitement, 
the surge of hate, 
the symbol of clarity 

in the sight of the Lord. 

The rain — symbol of purity and freshness, 
the rebirth of Man’s soul, 
lonely tears in a saddened heart, 
silence of one ’s own precious 
thoughts. 

The stars — the candles in God’s Kingdom, 
guiding hope, friends in the 
mysterious night, 
symbol of Heaven in the eyes 
of Love. 

I searcher of Life’s true meaning, 

rebellious against man’s pettiness 
and hate, 

lover of Truth, Knowledge, and 
Life’s bountless beauties, 
worshipper of the most merciful 
Lord, 

and follower of His Righteousness. . . 

Marlaine Augustin, ’55 

WHY? 

Oh, why can ’t I write poems so sad and romantic ? 

“Why did HE leave me in the month of May?” 

Why can’t I act blue and lovelorn and frantic? 

And write — ‘ ‘ How sad I really am today ? ’ ’ 

I really ought to break up with some boy. . . maybe some cousin or other, 

In order to write sad songs in June or July. . . 

So I can cry and groan and work myself into a lather — 

And — “wait for HIM through thick and thin as time goes by.” 
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I’m sorry that I can’t write poems that make you feel so sad, 

I ’m sorry, but no boy has ever left me. . . 

I’m sorry, but I’m not in love with Keel or Allan Ladd, 

If they never hung around, how could they’ve left me??? 

Oh, why can’t I write poems so sad and romantic? 

‘ ‘ Why did he leave me in the month of May ? ’ ’ 

Why can’t I act blue and lovelorn and frantic ? 

And write — “How sad I really am today?” 

P.S. Maybe I can write a poem like that in a year or so, 

Maybe I can write a poem of weapfrous, wailful woe. 

Maybe I can write like that when I ’m old — before I die, 

Maybe I can write a poem when another year goes by. 

Cornelia Thompson, ’54 

WERE YOU THERE? 

Were you there? 

Did you tread the path ? 

Did you watch them stare ? 

Did you hear the wrath? 

Yes, you were there. 

You denied him thrice, 

Your cries were not fair, 

And he paid the price. 

Were you there? 

Did you bear the cross ? 

Did you pray or glare ? 

Did you suffer loss ? 

Yes, you were there. 

I heard you jeer and cry ; 

I warned you, ‘ ‘ Beware ’ ’ ; 

You yelled, ‘ £ Crucify. ’ ’ 

Were you there ? 

Did you watch his eyes ? 

Did you hear his prayer? 

Could you hear the sighs? 

Yes, we were there. 

Shall we e’er forget? 

Nothing could compare — 

We must pay our debt. 


Siiirley Jo Arn, ’54 


WHERE IS GOD? 


When a father first gazes at his new born boy, 

And his heart is overcome with pride and joy, 

And you ask — “where is god?” 

I say — “there is god.” 

When charity comes from those of humble wealth, 

To feed the starving or to restore a broken health, 

And you ask — “where is god?” 

I say — “there is god.” 

When I look out from my window on a. black, starry night, 
And see the moon, — huge, beautiful, and bright, 

And you ask — “where is god?” 

I say — “there is god.” 

To me, these things symbolize God, watching us from above, 
To me, these are the greatest things — 

Beauty, Charity, and Love. 

Helen Yapa, ’55 


LONESOME GRAVEYARD 

A mile from town on a hillside 
Near a slumbering stream, 

All is quiet, as is fitting 
The ending of a dream. 

For in the shade of an old tree, 
Somber, silent, alone, 

Purple shadows at pale twilight 
Reflect on cold grey stone. 

Breezes whisper in the tall grass, 
The stream is dry and still — 

Ivy and weeds grow silently, 
Grow gently ’cross the hill ; 

And violets grow in the crannies, 
Covered with morning dew: 

A silent, a lonesome graveyard — 
A dream that died with you. 


Cynthia Irelan, ’54 
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SINGING BEACH 

Now that we look back on our wonderful days at R. H. for the past year, a 
day that we especially remember comes to mind ; our picnic in September at Sing- 
ing Beach. We remember when all of us had gone there the first Saturday we 
had been at school. We were all just getting to know each other then, but by 
May when we went again, w r e were the oldest and best of friends. 

We had had so much fun climbing the rocks, swimming in the icy ocean, and 
eating so many hot dogs. There was so-o-o much sand and sun that almost all of 
us returned to R. H. with a touch of tan or a bright spot of sunburn here or there. 

As we left Mancliester-by-the-Sea, we thought of all the good times we had 
had there, and also of the fun we would have the next season at Singing Beach ! 

M. A. 


CAE-KAVA HOCKEY GAME 

Three o ’clock on November eleventh finally arrived, mid many screams from 
Cae and Kava fans, and the hockey game was under way. After working hard 
for the larger part of a term on this fascinating sport, the two clubs were really 
in top form, and at the half, the score was five to four in Kava’s favor. The 
cheerleaders from both clubs put on a marvelous show at half-time and both teams 
started out refreshed for the second twenty-minute period. When the last whistle 
finally blew, the score was tied, nine to nine. 

The traditional hockey banquet started at six-thirty with the usual wonder- 
ful dinner. Myrna McElhiney, Cae’s president, and Judy Kellogg, the president 
of Kava, each made excellent speeches and the banquet ended with a song contest, 
won by Kava. 


Kava 

Kellogg (Capt,) 
Dadmun 
Herrhammer 
Caci (Mgr.) 
Atwood, P. 
Ganem 
Duane, E. 

Arn 

Emmons 


TEAMS : 

Cae 

Hollingworth 
Burrage 
Atwood, C. 

Hoff (Mgr.) 
Johnson 

McElhiney (Capt.) 

Irelan 

Leary 

Kilbourn 



Cae Hockey Team 



Kava Hockey Team 




Kava Club 
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Subs : 
Howes 
Duane, M. 
Crossley 


Subs : 

Robinson 

Hosmer 

Racine 

A. W. H. 


THREE ACT PLAY 

Letters to Lucerne was the first dramatic production of the 1952-53 season. 
Its success was due to the brilliant direction of Miss Miller and the splendid co- 
operation of the cast. The girls working behind the scenes also helped to make 
the play a success. 

Letters to Lucerne was a three act play, which disclosed the personal feelings 
of girls of varied nationalities shortly before World War II. The problem of 
hatred toward, Erna, the German girl, was finally solved. 


Olga Kirinski . . 
Marion Cuncood 
Sally Jackson . . 

Bingo Hill 

Felice Renoir . . 
Erna Schmidt . 
Mrs. Hunter . . . 
Miss Linder 
Margarethe 


THE CAST 

Anne Wellesley Howes 

Cornelia Thompson 

Pamela Hollingworth 

Carol Ganem 

Ann Cook 

Marlaine Augustin 

Elaine Leary 

Cynthia Dadmun 

Myrna McElhiney 

S. J. A. 


THE ANDOVER DANCE 

All too quickly Thanksgiving was over, and almost unbelievably the twenty- 
ninth of November had arrived — The Andover Glee Club Dance was upon us ! 

With a flurry of excitement, we crowded into the Gym to hear a marvelous 
concert by the combined Glee Clubs, and later, after a delicious ham dinner, back 
again to a gaily decorated Gym to dance away the remaining hours to the music 
of the celebrated “Aces.” 

C. M. A. T. 


CHRISTMAS VESPERS 

Amidst the solemnity that accompanies Christmas Vespers came the long 
awaited moment, the moment that the seniors received their senior rings. 

The Vesper Service was conducted ably bj^ Roberta Johnson, President of 
Student Council. Several apt Christmas selections under the direction of Miss 
Lebutt were sung by the Glee Club and appropriate Christmas stories read by a 
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selected few. Mrs. MacGav then presented the cherished senior rings bearing 
the inscription, * ‘ Ourselves, and all our possessions for God. ’ ’ 

Thus ended the simple but most beautiful Vesper Service which is long re- 
membered by every senior. j. K. 

CHRISTMAS BANQUET AND PLAY 

After three months of school since September, December 17th finally came; 
it was the day before Christmas vacation and also the night of the annual Christ- 
mas dinner. All the students came into the pine-scented dining room singing 
“Deck the Halls.” 

Various carols were sung by the Glee Club between the different courses of 
the delicious turkey dinner. 

After the supper, all the guests and students proceeded to the gymnasium 
where some of the members of the Dramatics Group put on a short play, “Why 
the Chimes Rang,” concerning a little boy who finds out that a gift of love is 
worth more than anything. As a background, the Glee Club sang carols through- 
out the play, adding a great deal to its mood. 

Then, tired but happy, we all went to bed with dreams of the wonderful va- 
cation ahead, and also the New Year of 1953 at Rogers Hall ! 

“WHY THE CHIMES RANG” 

Cast (in order of Appearance) 


Holger Pamela Hollingworth 

Steen Marlaine Augustin 

Uncle Bertel Carol Ganem 

The Woman Elaine Leary 

Angel Anne Wellesley Howes 

Priest Cynthia Dadmun 

Imperious Young Man Ann Cook 

Courtier Cornelia Thompson 

Beautiful Woman Phyllis Heifetz 

Scholar Myrna McElhiney 

Young Girl Sara Lea Callaway 

King Claire Luce 

Vocal Soloist Josette Racine 

Violinist Bertha Simons 

Accompanist Miss LeButt 

Lights Demetra Tikellis and Louise Caci 

Properties Elinor Hosmer and Jane Baketel 

Costumes Salome Ringling 

Makeup Nancy Gray, Nancy Elliot, Judy Mereness 

M. N. A. 




! 
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"Why the Chimes Rang" 


Scenes from 
"Neighbors” 


"Letters to Lucerne” 







Student Council 


Bear and Lion Staff 



Splinters Staff 
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EXETER DANCE 

On the evening of January twenty-fourth, the big busses stopped in front 
of Rogers Hall. Exeter had arrived ! They have always been noted for their fine 
music department, and they certainly didn’t disappoint us this time. Their efforts 
were super, and the combined Glee Clubs, under the direction of Miss LeButt and 
Mr. Landers, were wonderful. 

After dinner, we returned to a transformed gym. The snow-men on the 
walls and the gaily decorated mirror carried out the Winter -Wonderland theme 
to perfection. 

The evening was a great success and enjoyed by all. 

C. T. 


VOLLEY-BALL GAME 

The thirteenth of January brought another Cae-Kava competition. This 
time it was two volley-ball games. The first game of the afternoon was between 
the second teams of both clubs. The starting whistle blew at three o’clock and 
the game was on, with cheering from both clubs. At the half, the score stood 21- 
20 with Cae ahead. After a five minute intermission, the second half started and 
the lead changed to Kava’s favor. When the final whistle blew, Kava had won 
the game, 53-34. 

The second game between the first teams of both clubs was equally exciting. 
The blue and gold took the lead in the first half and held it, with the score stand- 
ing 25-14 in her favor. The second half brought an even greater lead for Kava 
and when the game ended, the score was 49-24 with Kava coming out on top. 


FIRST TEAMS 

Kava 

Kellogg 

Arn 

Dadmun, Capt. 

Caci 

Herrhammer 

Augustin 

Ganem 

Howes 

Subs 

Plaisted 

Babson 


Cae 

Robinson 
Doherty 
Atwood, C. 
Rosenbl um 
Hollingworth 
Leary 
McElhiney 
Scobie, Capt. 
Subs 
Yafa 
Racine 
Kiser 


A. W. H. 


CAE-KAVA BASKETBALL GAME 


Came February 25tli and Rogers Hall was once again decked in club colors. 
’Twas the day of the big basketball game and at 3 :15 the starting whistle sound- 
ed. Cae drew first blood, with a beautiful foul shot. The red-and-white built up 
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a small lead in the first quarter, but held it for only a short time before Kava took 
over. The final score was 52-28 in Kava’s favor. Real team-work and sports- 
manship were outstanding characteristics of both teams. Each Club had worked 
out special plays which nearly always “clicked.” i 

At 6 :30 we went into the dining room for the last banquet of the year. Myrna 
McElhiney, president of Cae, and Judy Kellogg, president of Kava, gave inspir- 
ing speeches. Miss Galbraith’s anecdote about the pygmy basketball team drew 
forth much laughter and Mrs. MacGay’s words of wisdom had her inimitable 
touch of humor. With the school song we ended another banquet and another 
basketball season. 


TEAMS 


Cae 

Irelan 

Hollingworth, capt. 
Luce 

McElhiney 

Johnson 

Robinson 

Subs 

Doherty 

Scobie 

Kilbourn, mgr. 


Kava 
Kellogg 
Dadmun 
Herrhammer 
Am, capt. 

Caci 
Ganem 
Subs 
Simons 
Augustin 
Atwood, P., mgr. 

A. W. H. 


THE NEW HAMPTON DANCE 

For a week before February twenty-eighth, the school was filled with cu- 
riosity. For the first time in the history of Rogers Hall, we were having a dance 
with New Hampton School. And, as Saturday approached, a feeling of sup- 
pressed excitement filled the air. 

There is a saying that claims that the anticipation exceeds the realization, 
but in this case, the saying was reversed. The New Hampton Dance was superb, 
and we all had a wonderful time! Q. M. A. T. 

SPRING PLAYS AND MODERN DANCE 

The last event of the winter term this year was an evening of dance and 
drama. The Modern dance club, under the direction of Miss Galbraith, did five 
short interpretive numbers, “Nola,” “Arana de la Noelie, ” “Dancing in the 
Dark, ” “ V eradero, ’ ’ and ‘ ‘ Manhattan Serenade. ’ ’ Miss Miller directed the Dra- 
matic club in two one-act comedies, “Romance Inc.” and “The Neighbors.” The 
setting for “Romance Inc.” was in a branch office of a New York Travel agency. 
Miss Field, the agent, was trying desperately to sell two tickets on a round-the- 
world cruise. An elderly spinster purchases the tickets and asks Miss Field to 



Cae Basketball Team 



J K ‘vk 


Kava Basketball Team 





Cae Volleyball Team 



Kava Volleyball Team 
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accompany her on the tour as a companion. Miss Field joyously accepts and the 
curtain fell. “The Neighbors” was a delightful comedy, with characters who 
are taken from small-town life. It was a touching story about a friendless child 
who falls into the care of “The Neighbors.” The neighbors never see the child, 
but they all contribute their help in preparing for him. 


CAST 


Nola : 

Cynthia Burrage, Cynthia Dadmun, Lilyan Sussman. 

Arana cle la Noche : 

Polly Duane, Carol Robinson, Barbara Morse, Anne Plaisted, Ellen 
Watson. 

Dancing in the Dark : 

Suzanne Clark, Nina Duane, Phyllis Heifetz, Anne Howes, Ellen Mc- 
Carty, Roberta Sherman, Bertha Simons, Cecilia Smith, Sylvia Wilson, 
Helen Yafa. 

Veraclero : 

Sara Callaway, Polly Duane, Barbara Emmons, Carol Ganem, Karlyn 
Herrhammer, Myrna McElhiney. 

Manhattan Serenade : 

Entire Group. 

“ Romance Inc.” by Glenn Hughes 

Alice Field Cynthia Dadmun 

Pat Burke Pamela Hollingworth 

Minnie Brown (spinster) Karlyn Herrhammer 

Mrs. 0. P. H. Wliitneg Myrna McElhiney 

Beatrice Whitney Marlaine Augustin 

“77m Neighbors ” by Zona Gale 

A Neighbor Carol Ganem 

Grandma Karlyn Herrhammer 

Miss Diantha Abel Myrna McElhiney 

Abigail Williams Sara Lea Callaway 

Peter Pamela Hollingworth 

Inez Anne Howes 

Miss Elmira Moran Cornelia Thompson 


Miss Trot 

Miss Carry Ellsworth 


. . .Ann Cook 
Elaine Leary 
S. J. A. 


SAINT MARK’S DANCE 


. . .Came the eleventh of April — Rogers Hall was in an uproar ! For the first 
time the fair sons of St. Mark were to invade the campus. And at last after what 
seemed like years of suspense, the buses pulled up in front of the White Picket 
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Pence. . . .From every peephole eyes were watching. . .Then containing our curi- 
osity in a fairly successful effort to look sophisticated, we hurried over to the Gym 
to begin the Glee Club Concert. 

Unfortunately, Miss LcButt was absent, Irat Mr. Howes, who took her place, 
did a remarkably fine job and the concert went off smoothly, despite everyone’s 
fears. After coming back to the library to meet our dates, and enjoying a deli- 
cious dinner, we returned again to the Gym which was wonderfully decorated in 
a Circus theme. 

We danced the rest of the evening away, and when eleven o’clock arrived, 
everyone felt that our first dance with Saint Marks had come to an end (all too 

scon )- C. M. A. T. 


FOUNDER’S DAY 

On Saturday, May 2nd, we laid out the welcome mat to greet all alumnae who 
came back to celebrate Founder’s Day at Rogers Hall. In spite of the rain, every- 
one was gay in spirit, and spent much time renewing old acquaintances and meet- 
ing new friends. 

During the marvelous lobster salad luncheon, Mrs. MacGay told of some ex- 
periences she had had with Miss Parsons, the former principal, and Polly (Piper) 
Elmes, an alumna, regaled us with further tales of that remarkable person. 

The alumnae held their annual meeting after lunch, and then all proceeded 
to the gym for entertainment provided by the students. The Modern Dance 
Group gave two original numbers, “The Spider” and “Veradero.” The Glee 
Club sang the folk song, “Dancing” and Irving Berlin’s inspiring “Give Me 
Your Tired, Your Poor.” These presentations were followed by “Romance, Inc.,” 
a one-act comedy given by members of the Dramatic Club. 

After many ‘goodbyes,’ the alumnae left, all with hopes of returning in the 
future to the traditional Founder’s Days at Rogers Hall! nyr * 


PROM 

At last there were no more days to be counted — no more fears that our dates 
couldn’t come ! . . .no more desperate appeals from the Prom committee for funds 
and blind dates ! 

The PROM was here!!! 

But all too soon twelve o ’clock came — all too soon Saturday night was over. . 
and we bid a sad farewell to our dates, though we looked forward to the next 
morning. 

At the crack of dawn, it seemed, we dragged ourselves out of bed for a ten 
o’clock brunch (Mrs. Cozad’s Steaks) with our escorts. 

Then the weekend was over, and tired but happy, we settled down to the dull 
routine. . .dreaming of a wonderful Prom. . . ! f' M A T 



Cae Softball Team 




Kava Softball Team 





Kava Badminton Team 


Cae Badminton Team 


Kava Swimming Team 


Cae Swimming Team 
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CAE-KAVA SWIMMING MEET 

After very few practices, the two clubs assembled in the pool-room on May 
14th for the swimming meet. There was a false start in the first race, the two- 
length crawl, but due to the lack of a gun or whistle, the swimmers could not be 
called back, and the race was swum again later on. The form was won by the 
Red-and- White, but Kava took the racing. Cae won the spoon-diving with four- 
teen spoons to Kava's eleven. The big bear made the biggest splash, and when 
the scores were added up, Cae was on top. 

TEAMS : 

Cae Kava 


Atwood, C. 

Arn 

Burrage 

Atwood, P. 

Callaway 

Augustin 

Doherty 

Dadmun 

Johnson 

Herrhammer 

McElhiney 

Howes 

Morse 

Kellogg 

Racine 

Ringling 

Robinson ) , r 

T > Managers 

Luce | 

Cook, Manager 


A. W. II. 


CAE-KAVA SOFTBALL GAME 

The twenty -second dawned bright and clear midst loud hails and cheers from 
eager Cae and Kava fans. On Friday was to take place one of the last athletic 
events of the year — perhaps the last Cae-Kava game some of the Seniors would 
ever see. The softball game got under way at three o’clock and was very tense. 
The lead changed hands numerous times throughout the closely fought game, but 
Kava took and held it in the final inning and won the game, 8 — 5. 


TEAMS : 


Cae 

Burrage, Capt. 

Hollingworth 

Robinson 

McElhiney 

Doherty 

Johnson 

Ejwe 

Scobie 

Atwood, C. 


Kava 

Caci 

Dadinuu 

Tikellis 

Kellogg 

Adams 

Simons, Capt 

Herrhammer 

Leone 

Am 
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Sllbs : 

Wilson 

Kilbourne 


\ 


Subs : 
Augustin 
Howes 


Baketel, Manager 


Gray, Manager 


A. W. H. 


BACCALAUREATE 


This year, the Baccalaureate Service — the last and most important service of 
the year for us — was held at All Souls Church. In a fine sermon, Reverend 
Johnson impressed on all of us the necessity of “learning to see.” It was a ser- 
mon which will be long remembered — especially by the Seniors and certainly by 
everyone present. 

After this simple but beautiful service, all attended the Punch Hour given 
by the Church for Rogers Hall and its friends. 

With this unforgettable service, the graduation program was started. 


C. T. 
J. K. 


CLASS DAY 


The Seniors were guests of honor at an unusually entertaining Senior Lunch- 
eon, arranged by a very apt committee of Juniors. Each poem was truly char- 
acteristic of each Senior and the adorable leather picture frames were duly ap- 
preciated. After an informal speech by Mrs. MacGay, we went into the Study 
Hall fer the Class Day Exercises led by Mrs. MacGay and the President of the 
Senior Class. The treasured R. TI. awards for excellence in athletics and the 
trophies won by each Club were presented. Then, after the singing of the Club 
Songs, came the moment of suspense when the officers of next year’s Clubs were 
to be announced. Fcr Cae they are: Pamela Hollingworth, President; Elaine 
Leary, Vice president. For Kava they are: Shirley Jo Arn, President; Karlyn 
Herrhammer, Vice-president. These announcements were greeted with great en- 
thusiasm and applause. 

The final part of the program was taken over by Pauline Atwood, President 
of the Senior Class. A most enlightening Prophecy was read by Mary Lou Kil- 
bourn, an original poem concerning the Class was read by Judy Kellogg, and a 
very inimitable Class Will was read by Myrna McElhiney — all were amusing as 
well as commendable. 

Another Class Day — by far one of the most enjoyable — marked the nearness 
of departure for the Seniors and the prediction of a wonderful year to come for 
the Undergraduates. 



Lfl 


Scenes from H.M.S. Pinafore 




Junior Class 
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AWARDS 


CLUB CUPS 


Hockey 


Cae, Kava (Tie score) 


Volleyball 

Basketball 

Swimming 

Softball 


Kava 

Kava 

Cae 

Kava 


Individual Awards 
Bad mint on — Pamela Hollingworth 

Neatness — Mary Lou Kilbourn — Sue Clark 
Barbara Emmons 

Honorable Mention — Marlaine Augustin — Polly Duane 

Tennis Cup — Judith Kellogg 

Posture Cup — Cynthia Dadmun 

Junior Life Saving Awards — Marlaine Augustin 

Senior Life Saving Awards 
Shirley Am Carol Ganem 

Sara Lea Callaway Karlyn Herrhammer 

Cynthia Dadmun Salty Ringling 


Cornelia Thompson 
R. H. Awards 

Given for athletic ability, athletic offices, posture, sportsmanship and neatness. 


Kava 


Cae 


Shirley Arn 
Marlaine Augustin 
Louise Caci 
Cynthia Dadmun 
Carol Ganem 
Karlyn Herrhammer 
Judy Kellogg 


Pamela Hollingworth 
Myrna McElhiney 
Carol Robinson 



tion of Miss LeButt and Miss Miller the operetta went smoothly, and judging 
from the applause it w r as a great success. 
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The technical staff should also be complimented for their wonderful work. 
The costuming, scenery, and make-up added the finishing touches to the overall 
success of the operetta. 


CAST OF CHARACTERS 


The Rt. Hon. Sir Joseph Porter , K.C.B., 

First Lord of the Admiralty 

Captain Corcoran, 

Commander of H.M.S. Pinafore 

Ralph Rackstraw, Able Seaman 

Dick Deadeye, Able Seaman 

Bill Bobstay, Boatswain’s Mate 

Bob Becket, Carpenter’s Mate 

Josephine, The Captain’s Daughter. . . . 

Cousin Hebe, Sir Joseph’s Cousin 

Little Buttercup, 

A Portsmouth Bumboat Woman. . . 


Carol Ganem 

. . . .Karlyn Herrhammer 
Anne Wellesley Howes 

Myrna McElhiney 

. . Pamela Hollingworth 

Elaine Leary 

Josette Racine 

Ellen Watson 

Marlaine Augustin 


FIRST LORD’S SISTERS, 
Pauline Atwood 
Cynthia Burrage 
Edwina Duane 
Nancy Elliott 
Barbara Emmons 
Nancy Gray 
Linda Hazzard 


COUSINS AND AUNTS 
Barbara Heifetz 
Judith Mereness 
Salome Ringling 
Carol Robinson 
Barbara Scobie 
Roberta Sherman 
Cecelia Smith 


Helen Yafa 


Anne Adams 
Priscilla Babson 
J ane Baketel 
Louise Caci 
Cynthia Dadmun 
Mary Duane 
Eleanor Eyre 
Elsa Freyer 


SAILORS 

Roberta Johnson 
Judith Kellogg 
Mary Louise Kilbourn 
Barbara Ann Morse 
Anne Plaisted 
Cornelia Thompson 
Bertha Simons 
Sylvia Wilson 


Overture played by Demetra Tikellis and Miss LeButt 


Accompanist : Miss LeButt 


TECHNICAL STAFF 


Stage Managers Ann Cook, Sarah Lea Callaway 

Scenery Cynthia Irelan 
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assisted by 

Jane Baketel, Roberta Johnson, Salome Singling, Janet Tipton 


Lighting Demetra Tikellis, Louise Caei 

Properties Elinor Hosnier, Jane Baketel 

Make-Up Nancy Gray 


Nancy Elliott, Judith Mereness, Salome Ringling, Cynthia Irelan 

S. J. A. 


COMMENCEMENT 

After the hectic activities of the Commencement weekend, we looked forward 
to graduation and the summer vacation with something of relief — although the 
realization that the Seniors were leaving Rogers Hall gave us a feeling of sadness 
as well. 

The speaker, The Reverend Vivian T. Pomeroy, D.D., of the First Parish in 
Milton, Massachusetts, was introduced by Mr. Marclen of the Board of Trustees. 
In a delightful Commencement address, he said that he wanted the Seniors to be 
able to face up to things and to laugh at themselves. These qualities, Dr. Pomeroy 
claimed, would help them all through life. Then, Mrs. Edith Nourse Rogers, our 
representative in Congress — who is President of the Trustees — presented the Sen- 
iors with their diplomas. 

Following this, Pauline Atwood, President of the Senior Class, presented the 
class gift to Mrs. MacGav. It was a cheek which was to be used to replace two 
of the fine old trees that were destroyed in the windstorm last fall. Mrs. MacGav 
accepted the check on behalf of the school, and told the girls that she wanted 
them to be always honest, sincere, and trustworthy. 

The awards were presented, the school song was sung, and the Seniors left 
Rogers Hall forever — leaving behind them many happy memories, and a desire 
on the part of the undergraduates to have next year’s Senior Class as fine a one 
as the Class of ’53. 


AWARDS AND HONORS 

The Underhill Honor — College Preparatory 
Cynthia Burrage 

Parsons Award — General Course 
Judith Kellogg 


Honor Roll — Average 85 % or above 
Shirley Jo Arn Barbara Heifetz 

Charlotte Atwood Anne Wellesley Howes 

Marlaine Augustin Salome Ringling 

Cynthia Burrage Barbara Scobie 


Helen Yafa 
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Helen Hill Award — Ellen Watson 
Athletic Cup — Judith Kellogg 
Art Prize — Cornelia Thompson 
Dramatics — Pamela Hollingworth 
Honorable Mention 

Marlaine Augustin Karlyn Herrhammer 

Carol Ganem Anne Wellesley Howes 

Myrna McElhiney 

Music Prize — Josette Racine 

Music Appreciation — Shirley Jo Arn 

Honorable Mention (above 95%) 

Charlotte Atwood Carol Robinson 

Elsa Freyer Cornelia Thompson 

Pamela Hollingworth Sylvia Wilson 

Helen Yafa 

Bible — Marlaine Augustin 
Honorable Mention 

Anne Wellesley Howes Judith Mereness 

Cornelia Thompson 

Current Events 

Salome Ringling — Class and Assembly 
Anne Wellesley Howes — Assembly Only 
Carol Robinson — Honorable Mention 
Marlaine Augustin — Honorable Mention 

Splinters 

Poem — Cynthia Irelan 
Essay — Pauline Atwood 
Short Story — Cornelia Thompson 


C. T. 


umnae ews 


Engagements 

Barbara Beard to Mr. William Austin King of New York and Bellport, Long- 
Island, New York. An autumn wedding has been planned. 

Thalia Johnson to Mr. William J. Lamparter of Franklintown, Pennsylvania. 

Marriages 

March 14, 1953 — Beverly Watt to Mr. David Peabody Ingalls in Groveland, 
Massachusetts. 

April 10, 1953 — Elizabeth Reilly to Mr. Franklin Albert Steele in Lowell, 
Massachusetts. 

April 11, 1953 — Mary Frances Longley to Mr. Fielding Ewing Lamason in 
Princeton, New Jersey. 

April 25, 1953 — Ruth Ketchum to Mr. Donald Guy Brown in New York, 
New York. 

May 9, 1953 — Yvonne Kenyon to Mr. Robert Maurice Morell in Manhasset, 
New York. 

June 10, 1953 — Harriett Callaway to Mr. John Richard Cook in Knoxville, 
Tennessee. “Casey’s” sister, Sara Lea, who is now at Regers Hall, was her maid 
of honor. 

June 13, 1953 — Dorothy Winship to Mr. Robert Bee Lewis in Winchester, 
Massachusetts. 

June 20, 1953 — Cynthia Kellogg to the Reverend Warren Clarke Skipp in 
Waterbury, Connecticut. Judy Kellogg, who was a member of this year’s 
graduating class at Rogers Hall, was maid of honor for her sister. 

Births 

A daughter, Heidi Anne, to Lt. and Mrs. Robert Kibler (Anne Matthews) 
on August 30, 1952, in Erie, Pennsylvania. 

A daughter, Jacqueline Adele, to Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Cuddihy (Adele 
Weber) on October 16, 1952, in Stamford, Connecticut. 

A son, James Henry Harris, III, to Mr. and Mrs. James H. Harris, Jr., 
(Marilyn Morse) on April 3, 1953. 

A son, Kent, to Mr. and Mrs. Xavier N. Benziger (Helen Larmon) on May 
5, 1953. 

A daughter, Karen Walker, to Mr. and Mrs. James P. Shenfield (Clare 
Thompson) in Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania, on May 11, 1953. 
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General 

We wish to express our sincerest apologies to Mercy Haskell, one of the most 
important members of the Class of 1952 since she not only was President of the 
Student Council, but also received the Helen Hill Award and is the daughter of 
a Rogers Hall alumna, Emily Hussey Haskell. Since our last issue, it has been 
called to our attention that Mercy, better known at Rogers Hall as “Penny,” 
was left out of the list of her class who are attending schools and colleges this 
year. “Penny” is at Wheaton College, where she has made an enviable record as 
Vice-President cf the Freshman Class as well as Secretary of the Christian Asso- 
ciation. We assure you that the oversight w r as unintentional. As a matter of 
fact, since learning cf our mistake, we have been in sackcloth and ashes ! ! ! 

Libby Filer visited school recently. She is planning a European trip this 
summer, traveling with a student group. Libby also told us that she expects to 
attend the Traphagen School of Design in New York after she graduates from 
Simmons. 

Another recent visitor was Eloise Dickey Coupey who came with the mother 
of one of our present Rogers Hall girls from Atlanta, Georgia. We were thrilled 
by the account of her very exciting life. The Coupeys live at 11 Boulevard Bel- 
gique, Monte Carlo, Monaco, with their small son, Eric, II. Eloise ’s older son is 
at school in Switzerland. 

For the second year Louise Lee has flown from Stephens College in Columbia, 
Missouri, to be at Rogers Hall for Founder’s Day, which seems a noteworthy ac- 
complishment. This year Louise has been a member of the Senior Class Council 
and President of the Aviation Club. She’s quite a girl ! 

On Founder’s Day we learned that Mary Osgood Malcolm, who lives in 
Marblehead, Massachusetts, teaches in a nursery school there. 

Kay Welch was a member of the Freshman Debating Team at D’Youville 
College and was thrilled that her team won a debate with the Junior Team. Their 
subject was “The Fair Employment Practices Act.” 

News has come to us that the following Rogers Hall girls were among the 
college graduates of June 1953: Sue Abbott Kelsey from the University of New 
Hampshire; Barbara Ford from Bennett Junior College; Pat Keegan from 
Wheaton College; Anne Kirby from Colby Junior College; Louise Lee from 
Stephens college ; Sue Robertson from Pine Manor Junior College ; and Janet 
Thibault from Endicott Junior College. 

After graduating from Pine Manor last year, Margarita Filer transferred to 
Vassar. W e hear that she has done very w r ell there. 

Sally Parchert Law writes that since her husband has been transferred to the 
Peterborough Airport, they have bought a house at 35 Oak Street, Cresskill, New 
Jersey, just north of Englewood. Although they miss New England, they are 
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near Mr. Law’s family and are very liappy in their new home. Her sister, Carolyn 
Parchert Anderson, who lives in England, spent last summer in this country. 
Their mother took a house at Rye Beach, New Hampshire, where they were all 
together for the summer, which must have been fun ! 

Another alumna who visited school during the year was Emily Palmer Du 
Peza. It was good to see her and to meet her husband who is an officer in the 
United States Coast Guard. The}" were in this area on a motor vacation trip. 

We were also happy to welcome Kay Wallace at both the Class Day and the 
Commencement Exercises. 

Once again Mrs. MacGay is eagerly looking forward to seeing Jean MacGay 
Curtiss, who is flying on from her home in Palo Alto, California, to be matron of 
honor at the wedding in Corning, New York, of her husband’s sister, Ruth Curtiss, 
to Mr. John Leggat of Lowell, Massachusetts. After the wedding, Jean will 
come to Lowell for a few days. She can leave her two boys in California with no 
worries, as Mrs. Tremble is going from her home in Redondo Beach to oversee 
Jean’s household. We only wish that Mrs. Tremble could come to Lowell, too. 

p 
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Courier-Citizen Company 

Printers and Lithographers 



Plants 

Lowell, Mass. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Chicago, III. 


Sales Offices 

Lowell, Mass. 
Boston, Mass. 
New York, N. Y. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Chicago, III. 
Hartford, Conn. 
Philadelphia, Penna. 


II 


SPLINTERS 


"Brockelman brothers, Inc . 




(ew England' s dreading 
Food EhCerchants 
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hi 


Pratt & Forrest Co. 

391 SCHOOL ST. 

— TEL. 8751 — 

LUMBER & MILLWORK 

— BURROUGHS ALUMINUM COMBINATION WINDOWS — 
— MALONEY ALUMINUM COMBINATION DOORS — 


Dependable Insurance 
Since 1865 

S 

FRED. C. CHURCH & CO. 

53 CENTRAL STREET, LOWELL 
89 BROAD STREET, BOSTON 

Telephone Lowell 6838 


rv 
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J^owelF s J^argest Furniture House 


Established 1886 


★ 


FIVE FLOORS OF FURNITURE 

65,000 Square Feet of Display Space 19 Departments 64 Years of Experience 
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MANUFACTURERS OF QUALITY FURNITURE 
UPHOLSTERED IN TOP GRAIN LEATHER AND FABRICS 
27 Years Serving The Better New England Stores 

SHERATON UPHOLSTERING 
COMPANY 

343 Medford Street Somerville, Mass. 

Frank Caci S. Caci 


Compliments of 


Geo. E. Putnam & Son Co. 

Wholesale Grocers 


Lowell, Massachusetts 
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McKEEN 

STUDIO 

Your Portrait Photographer for 

SPLINTERS 

Negatives are filed and reorders may he made at any time 

66 MERRIMACK STREET 

HAVERHILL, MASS. 

RUSSELL W. McKEEN, M. Photog. 

PHILIP G. McKEEN, M. Photog. 


Compliments of 


Sherman Brothers Shoe Manufacturing Corporation 

Manufacturers of Judy and Jerry Shoes 
for Children 
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• • • • 

From The Top 


■ OF YOUR HEAD 

To The Tip OF YOUR TOES 
Bon Marche Fashions CATCH The Spring Theme 

The BON MARCHE LOWELL, MASS. 


Qompliments oj 


C. H. HOBSON & SON 


Merrimack \ 

Dial 6561 ( SUNSHINE LAUNDRY 

Middlesex ( 95 BRIDGE ST. 

2-2881 J 


A SERVICE FOR EVERY NEED 
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THOMPSON’S SKI CABIN 

254 Merrimack Street 

Compliments 

of 

American Cleaning Co. 

Compliments 

of 

JOHN VLAHOS 

Wholesale Fruit Dealer 

Qharles 7*. Marsden 

Electrical Contractor 

Experts in Electrical Illumination 

Specializing in Electric Light 
and Power Installation 

Telephone 2-6653 

21 Chester St. Lowell, Mass. 

AMALIA 

TREE SURGEONS, Inc. 
Specialists in all phases of free care. 

Manchester, Massachusetts 
Telephone 300 

Compliments of 

DR. FRANK BRADY 

Compliments 

C. B. COBURN CO. 

Established 1837 

63 MARKET ST. 

THE BARROWS TRAVEL 
SERVICE, INC. 

MAIN OFFICE 

62 CENTRAL STREET 

LOWELL, MASS. 

Tel. 9319 
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WOOD-ABBOTT CO. 

ESTABLISHED 1872 

‘Diamond ^Merchants and Jewelers 

175 MERRIMACK STREET LOWELL, MASS. 


Unusual Gifts of All Kinds at Prices to Fit Any Purse 

PRINCE-COTTER 


Jewelers 

DIAMOND and GIFT SPECIALISTS 

CLASS PINS, RINGS and NOVELTIES 104 MERRIMACK STREET 


Heating & Cooling Equipment 
— Fuels — 

D. T. SULLIVAN CO. 

15 Prescott St. Tel. 6873 



Established 1898 


Telephone 2-4771 


DOUGLAS & COMPANY, INC. 

SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE AND METAL 
ROOFING 

CORNICE AND SKYLIGHT WORK 


"Approved Bird Roofer" 


1 47 Rock Street 


Lowell, Mass. 
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FINEST OF SEA FOOD 
IN SEASON 



Greeting cards for all members of the 
family for all seasons of the year. 

PHOTO FINISHING 

DONALDSON'S 

LOWELL, MASS. 

"On the Sunny Side of Merrimack St." 



“For Your Health' s Sake , Eat 
More Fish" 


w. J. HOARE 

Tel. 2-3571 461 Lawrence St. 


Compliments 

oj 

GAUMONT BROTHERS 

Lowell’s Leading Radio and Television Store 

338 MERRIMACK ST. 

Opp. City Hall 


DERBY ELECTRIC CO. 

Everything Electrical 
SINCE 1880 

• 

40 MIDDLE ST. 
LOWELL, MASS. 


Compliments 

of a 
Friend 


Compliments of 


DR. WM. R. PEPIN 
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MALOOF STUDIOS 

MACARTNEY'S 


is the place 

" Every portrait a masterpiece" 

GO 

9-11 Central Street 

for the brands you 

Tel. 2-1110 

KNOW 

Make your appointment early 

Men's Wear Women's Wear 


STATIONERS 


GIFT SHOP— TOY SHOP 

Compliments of 

Typewriters For Sale and For Rent 

Dr. Boyden Pillsbury 

G. C. PRINCE & SON 

INC. 

108 MERRIMACK ST. 

One hundred and eleven years a prescription store 

Compliments 

F. and E. BAILEY & CO. 

J. E. O’Brien, Registered Pharmacist, Mgr 

of 

Prescription Specialists 

79 Merrimack St. 19 John St. 

Lowell, Mass. 

Lowell Top Dyeing & Print Works 


All Principal Points in New England 

Spindle City Craft Center 

3 1 2 Hildreth Bldg., 45 Merrimack Street 

Lowell, Mass. 

Capitol 

Motor T ransportation Co., Inc. 

"A Gift with a Flair 

Made with great Care!" 

664 Lakeview Avenue 

Represented by Lowell, Mass. 

Carl Trombly Tel. 7551 
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E. C. Pearson Painting Co., Inc. 

Interior Decorators and Painting Contractors 


IMPORTED and DOMESTIC 
WALLPAPERS 

PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 

AND ENAMELS 

90 HAMPSHIRE STREET 

LOWELL, MASS. 




Compliments of 


SRADT BAKERY, INC. 

Compliments of 

I}AKl£RS OF FINE CRACKERS 

SINCE 1833 

4 friend 

Whiting St. Lowell, Mass. 


“Drink More Milk 

for Your Better Health* * 

Robert F, Marden John H. Murphy 

(1917 * 1935) 

Marden & Murphy 

J. Vincent Murphy 

Insurance of All Kinds 

Commercial Specialists 

REAL ESTATE IhJ ALL ITS BRANCHES 

40 Central street 

LOWELL, MASS. 

CERTIFIED PUBLIC APPRAISERS 
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Compliments of 

JANE TOOHER SPORT CLOTHES, INC. 

71 1 Boylston Street 
Boston 1 6, Mass. 

Official Outfitter for ROGERS HALL 


Compliments of 

DILLON 

Post Office Garage, Inc. 

for 

91 Appleton Street 

Lowell, Massachusetts 

“Bonded Qleaning ’ 

EAST MERRIMACK ST. 


DIAL 

8301 


PAINT 

MODEM! 

SERVICE 




SOLD AT 

BENNETT HARDWARE CO. 

Plumbing, Heating, Form Supplies 


269 Dutton St. 
Lowell, Mass. 


Division of 

McKittrick Hardware Co. 


Compliments of 

DR. W. E. PORTER 

Optometrist 


Compliments of 
'Lowell's Oldest Savings Bank' 

Lowell Institution for Savings 

SHATTUCK STREET 
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ROBERT T. MORSE 


Member by invitation, National Selected Morticians 


Compliments of 



Best Wishes 

OSTERMAN COAL COMPANY 

from 


A FRIEND 



. . . always first in fashion! 


r. 














